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The Boy Scouts of the Air 
at Eagle Camp 
CHAPTER I 


THE GOLDEN EAGLES 


‘‘ Then, as it stands now, you have a patrol 
without a name, consisting of three first-class 
scouts, three second-class, and four tenderfeet; 
while all your first-class men have merit badges.”’ 

‘“ That’s right, father, replied chunky 
‘ Zike ’? Worden, who wore upon his sleeve the 
scout aviator merit badge. 

‘ Your patrol is to meet here to-night, you say, 
to elect a leader?’’ went on Judge Worden. 
« Well, before you make definite plans, let me 
talk to your meeting,— perhaps I can help you a 
bit.”? 

s You bet! ’’ responded Zike beaming. ‘* Why 
can’t we have the meeting right here in your 
study, instead of in my room? Then you can 
meet the fellows you don’t know, and start right 
in! 99 

9 


10 The Boy Scouts of the Air 


Barely had his father assented, when the door- 
bell rang and Zike — short for Zylcon — hastily 
answered it. He returned with his particular 
chum, square-shouldered Bob Bowen, who was 
prouder of his pathfinding and camping badges 
than of his athletic record, and who answered to 
the nickname of ‘‘ Boney.” 

After him came ‘‘ Chuck’? Grant and Art 
Wright who were only thirteen, but second- 
class, and ‘‘ Sis ’’ Quaintance, so named from 
his delicate complexion, not from his lack of the 
right boy qualities, for he was the third first- 
class scout, wearing the athletics and photog- 
raphy badges. 

Then arrived the third second-class man, 
‘ Rube ” Borrow, who had his eye on first-class 
and an aviation badge. He was followed by the 
four tenderfeet, ‘‘ Red ’’? Josey, Jim Halloran, 
and the two Brooks brothers, Ed and Harry. 

As the last member filed into the study and 
shook hands with the judge, Zike addressed the 
meeting after a tap of a paper knife on the desk. 

‘‘ Fellow scouts and tenderfeet, before pro- 
ceeding to business I wish to lay before the 
meeting the request of a distinguished visitor, 
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Judge Worden of the Chicago bench. He has 
asked to be allowed to speak to us.”’ 

Zike promptly quelled a laugh with his gavel. 

‘Order! Order! Boney, make the motion! ’’ 
he exclaimed. 

The motion was made, seconded and passed. 
Zike notified his father gravely that the patrol 
was listening. He arose with a chuckle. 

“ I won’t keep you long, boys. Since school 
is over the last of this week, I have a proposition 
I wish to submit to the patrol.’’ 

There was a stir of interest and each boy 
leaned forward. 

“‘ T own a bit of land up in northern Michigan, 
— forty acres, in Luce County — right in the 
heart of the wilderness. The timber has never 
been cut out around there and even the boun- 
daries of the land are pretty indefinite; there 
isn’t a town within fifteen miles, so you can see 
it’s wild enough. Well, last summer I went up 
there for a week, with a guide, to look over the 
property. Zike, get down that big atlas, will 
you? Now, boys, get around the desk.’’ 

All responded eagerly, and when the map of 
the upper peninsula of Michigan had been found, 
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Judge Worden pointed to a spot with his pencil. 

‘‘ Here’s the Little Two Hearted River and 
right there lies my land. There are a number 
of lakes scattered around there. One day when 
I was out fishing I discovered a magnificent 
golden eagle hovering over one of the lake 
islands. That’s a pretty rare bird, you know, 
even up there, and I became curious to find its 
nest if I could. So I paddled in between a bunch 
of islands, keeping the bird in sight, and to my 
great joy he soon alighted on a thickly wooded 
bit of land which I could see with my field 
glasses. 

‘Well, to make a long story short, I finally 
reached this island after quite a paddle, and 
landed. The bushes were so thick that I had a 
- hard struggle to get through, but the bird re- 
mained in sight of my glasses and after half an 
hour I reached his tree — a tremendous tamarack. 

‘ There were feathers scattered all around, 
and I had a new determination to have a glimpse 
of the nest if possible. So, throwing off my Mack- 
inaw, I started to climb. But, a minute later, 
disturbed by the noise I made, two eagles soared 
up. ‘Then, to my surprise, I saw a young eaglet 


At Eagle Camp 13 


fall from the nest and flutter away.’’ He paused, 
smiling as he saw how intently every eye was 
fixed on him. 

‘ Thinking that the young bird would be lost 
in the brush, and wishing to save it, I dropped 
to the ground and followed. The young bird, 
however, fluttered away whenever I approached 
it, and while unable to fly, got over the ground 
pretty fast. Before I realized how much time 
had elapsed, the eaglet disappeared. 

“ I now found myself completely lost. Try- 
ing to retrace my steps to the canoe, I stumbled 
into a swamp and then discovered that what I 
had taken for an island was really an arm of 
the mainland. I used to think I was a pretty 
good woodsman but by night I was deep in a 
tangle of swamps and berry bushes, and I had 
to remain there until morning. 

“ Then, my guide, seeing the smoke of my fire, 
came up. When I told him my story he laughed, 
and asserted that there were no golden eagles 
in that country. And, although we hunted for 
the tree and nest all day it was in vain. The 
last three days of my stay I devoted to a re- 
newed search but I never saw the eagle again, the 
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nest tree nor that wooded height. We found 
feathers twice which Henry, the guide, admitted 
might belong to the bird, but that was all. 

‘“ Here’s the point, boys. In the Mackinaw 
coat that I left at the foot of the tree was a roll 
of bills amounting to five hundred dollars.’’? The 
boys gave a simultaneous gasp. Zike of course 
had heard the tale before, and was not surprised 
by it. ‘‘I had received it on my way up and 
foolishly carried it with me for safety. Well, 
let’s get down to business.’? Each boy looked 
at the others, wondering what was pone Then 
all turned toward the judge. - 

“ I propose that you boys name your patrol 

‘ Golden Eagle,’ and that you make it sig- 
ae by spending two or three weeks up there 
searching for the tree and nest. I’ll pay your 
expenses and, if you succeed in finding the re- 
mains of the Mackinaw coat and my money, I’ll 
also donate half the five hundred dollars to the 
patrol and the other half to the purchase of a 
complete camping outfit, on the condition that 
you bring me back some good pictures of the 
eagles and the nest.’’ 
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This announcement was received with a stare 
of amazement. Then came a delighted shout. 

‘‘ Hurray!’’ cried Boney, grabbing the hand 
of the judge. ‘‘ Bully for you, Judge Worden! 
Three cheers, kids, for the judge! ”’ 

Three cheers they gave, while the smiling judge 
thought the roof would come off. 

‘t Come to order! ’’ yelled Zike finally, as sur- 
prised as the others. ‘‘ Order! Order! ’’ 

“ Here, stop pounding the varnish off my 
desk!’’ protested the judge, while the boys 
settled down. 

« A motion is in—’’ went on Zike. But nine 
boys jumped up and nine voices shouted: 

“ I move we accept! ”’ 

« Carried unanimously,’’ exclaimed Zike. “I 
now declare this an open meeting for discussion.’’ 

With this he swung around and fired an ex- 
cited question at his father. 

« When do we start? ”’ 

“ The first Monday after school is over,’” 
promptly replied the judge, laughing heartily, 
‘í provided, of course, your parents don’t ob- 
ject.’ 

‘¢ Say, I forgot about that! I guess that lets 
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us out,’’ said Ed Brooks disappointedly, explain- 
ing that he and his brother Harry were to join 
their father, who was an importer, in London 
that summer. As they were to accompany their 
mother and sister it would be impossible for 
them to go. 

‘‘ How about the rest of you?’’ asked Zike’s 
father. 

All except Art Wright and Red Josey were 
positive they could go and the judge undertook 
to see Mr. Wright and Dr. Josey himself. 

« Quaintance,’’ suggested the judge, ‘‘ take a 
pencil and we’ll make a list of the stuff you’ll 
need. I’ll write to old Henry McConnell, my 
guide, and he’ll take you up to the land. After 
that you’ll have to shift for yourselves and build 
your own cabin.”’ 

Ts this to be a list of grub?’’ asked Sis 
eagerly. 

‘‘No,’’? answered the judge. ‘‘ You'll have 
to provide that on your own hook when you get 
there. Better set down the directions first and 
then make each fellow keep a copy on the trip. 

“« Take the G. R. & I. to Mackinac,’’ explained 
Judge Worden. ‘‘ Then ferry to St. Ignace and 
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from there go to Soo Junction on the D. S. S. & 
A. From Soo Junction take a local train west 
and get off at a little place called Walloon, which 
will be your real starting point.’’ Sis took down 
the directions, his eyes snapping. 

< Now for the outfit,’’ he went on. ‘ You'll 
need a Mackinaw apiece, and I don’t think you 
can get the right kind in Chicago. Try Mackinac 
or the Junction. Your other clothes will be your 
uniforms and don’t forget your leggings, for 
there are swamps up there by the hundred. 

““You’ll need a compass, an leah flannel 
shirt, water-tight match boxes — ’ 

The judge paused, interrupted a a smile that 
rippled around. 

s Couldn’t help it, Judge,’’ grinned Sis, ‘* but 
you see we really don’t need compasses or water- 
tight matches, although they’re handy. All 
that stuff is in our haversacks at home.’’ 

« All right,’’ laughed the judge good-naturedly. 
“ I forgot for a minute that you were already 
Boy Scouts! Have you any canoes in your haver- 
sacks! ’’ 

“« Can who? ” cried Chuck Grant, whose weak: 
ness was bad puns. When order was restored 
the judge continued. 
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‘¢T’ll write to McConnell and he’ll provide 
everything. And he’ll stay with you in camp. 
But I warn you that I’m going to tell him you 
are Boy Scouts — and he’ll make life miserable 
for you unless you can produce the goods! ”’ 

« We’ll do that, eh, boys? ’’ replied Boney 
with a laugh. - A chorus of ‘‘ ayes!” went up, 
and the judge arose. 

‘¢ Then it’s settled for a week from next Mon- 
day. I’ll leave you to finish your business.’’ 

‘¢T move a vote of thanks!’’ shouted Red 
Halloran, quickly. Judge Worden made his es- 
cape amid the ensuing confusion. 

The first name proposed for patrol leader was 
that of Zike, who objected promptly. 

‘« Won’t do, fellows! It would seem a good 
deal like—like buyin’ votes,” he said with a 
flush. ‘‘ No,” as a chorus of protests went 
up, ‘‘I guess you don’t mean it that way but 
you’d better let me out o’ it. That’s straight! ”’ 

Bob Bowen was finally elected leader, to the 
satisfaction of all, Quaintance becoming his as- 
sistant. The name of the patrol was made 
‘*Golden Eagle Patrol, Twenty-Fifth Chicago 
Troop,’’ after which the meeting broke up. 
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Rube Borrow remained behind a few minutes. 

‘ Say, Zike,’’ he exclaimed wistfully, ‘‘ don’t 
you think I can get my first-class and aviation 
badges before we go? ’’ 

‘ I think headquarters are goin’ to have some 
tests before the end o’ the week,’’ answered Zike. 
‘c Mebbe you can work it. I want to get my 
signaling badge, too, if I can.’’ 

“ Do you think we’ll get a crack at anything 
in our line? ” 

Zike shook his head. ‘‘ Nothing doin’ in the 
woods, old man. I wish your father would make 
us a present of an engine! We could make a 
biplane easy enough. It’s only the engine that’s 
so blamed expensive. No, I guess we’ll have to 
give it up till we get back.’’ 

‘ Think you could handle one? ’’ asked Rube, 
skeptically. 

‘“ I know it! ’’ answered Zike positively, his 
mouth setting. ‘‘ Why, I’ve sent for catalogues 
from that Newark firm. I could take every one 
o’ their machines to pieces in the dark. An’ put 
’em together again— engines too! If I ever do 
get a chance to do something in that line, well — ”’ 

Rube nodded sympathetically. ‘‘I asked dad 
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to-day to let me have a shot at one o’ them 
aviation schools out on the south side. But he 
said about what your dad did when you asked 
him.” 

‘¢ Kind of discouraging? ” laughed Zike. 

« Tain’t no name for it! ’’ returned Rube, as 
he got his hat. ‘‘ He said if I knew enough 
about engines to run an aeroplane he’d fire the 
chauffeur and put me on that job. So I shut 
up. So long! ’’ 

‘¢So long! See you to-morrow,’’ answered 
Zike. Then he sought his room in a state of wild 
anticipation. A real camping trip! Real canoe- 
ing! Real fishing! And, best of all, a chance to 
put their scouting experience to the test in a real 
wilderness! It was long before he fell asleep that 
night. 


CHAPTER II 
THE FEATHER IN THE DOOR 


Two weeks later eight boys in Boy Scout uni- 
form, loaded with full haversacks, canteens and 
rifles, and carrying their staffs, dismounted from 
the rickety train at Walloon. 

‘ Say, this looks like the backwoods all right! ’’ 
exclaimed Bob Bowen, looking around. The rest 
agreed with their leader. 

Although it was a fairly warm June morning, 
three or four men, wearing heavy Mackinaw 
jackets, were loafing about the station. These 
straightened up as they saw the patrol, and a 
murmur of amazement went up. 

Beyond the station lay the town, a rambling vil- 
lage of frame shacks and one or two stores. 
Patrol Leader Bowen marshalled his followers 
and marched them over to the largest store. The 
storekeeper stared at Bob as he entered. 

‘¢ Good mornin’! ”’ said Bob cheerfully.. ‘‘ Can 
you tell me where to find Mr. McConnell? ”’ 
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A snicker went up from the men who were loaf- 
ing around the fireless stove. 

‘¢ Why,” replied the storekeeper, scratching his 
head as he eyed the neat uniform, ‘‘ I don’t know 
o°’ no Mister McConnell ’round here. Say, who 
are ye, anyhow? Who’s them fellers out there? 
Gov’ment men? ”’ 

« No,’’? answered the boy, in doubt whether or 
no the man was in earnest, ‘‘ we’re just from 
Chicago on a trip up north. It’s funny ’bout 
McConnell, though. Don’t any o°’ you men know 
him? ’? 

Another laugh went up from the group. Buta 
tall, bronzed man answered good-naturedly. 

‘¢ There ain’t no Mister McConnell here, young 
feller. But, if you’re huntin’ fer Ole Henry, I 
reckon you’ll find him settin’ in the sun over 
by the deepo.’’ 

‘ Thank you,’’ smiled Bob, and rejoined the 
others. ‘‘ Back to the station, fellows,’’ he an- 
nounced, ‘‘ They say Henry’s baskin’ in the sun 
over there.’’ 

‘« Why didn’t he meet us? ’’ demanded Zike as 
they marched back. ‘‘ Father sent him word we 
were comin’ to-day! ’’ 


At Eagle Camp 23 


The boys halted on the station platform where 
a crowd of curious loafers were still standing. 

‘ Is Henry McConnell here? ”’ called out Leader 
Boney. 

A gray-haired, straggly-mustached figure de- 
tached itself from the wall and shuffled forward, 
with keen eyes peering at Bob over the top of a 
pair of spectacles. 

‘ You bet ye,’’ came the answer. 

““Didn’t you expect us to-day? ’’ asked Bob 
impatiently. ‘‘ Didn’t you get Judge Worden’s 
letter? ’’ 

‘ I reckon I did, come to think of it.’’ 

‘““Then why didn’t you meet us ’stead o’ 
makin’ us chase all over after you? ’’ 

« Well, the jedge says as you was scouts,’’ the 
man chuckled. ‘* So I reckoned I’d let you scout 
a little! ’’ 

Bob could not resist laughing, nor did the 
others. 

« Well, here we are,’’ explained Assistant 
Leader Quaintance. ‘‘ Take us to the hotel, will 
you? ’”’ 

“‘ Come along,’’ answered the guide dryly as 
he shuffled off before them. 
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“ Say, he don’t look much like a guide!”’ 
whispered Jim Halloran to Red Josey. 

‘ I should say not,” chipped in Art. ‘* Who 
ever heard of a guide wearin’ specs? ”’ 

‘¢ Wait, advised Zike who had heard many 
tales of Henry’s prowess. ‘‘ Go slow, fellows. 
Just remember.that we’re a long way from home. 
We’re up against somethin’ new in this country, 
mind that.”’ 

‘¢ I wish I knew! ”’ chirrupped little ‘‘ Chuck ”’ 
Grant, getting as close to a pun as he could. 

‘< Squelch him, somebody! ”’ 

‘« Gag him! Sit on him! ”’ 

‘¢ Send him back home! ’’ 

Chuck was saved from bodily attack by the 
arrival at the hotel, a low, unpainted frame build-. 
ing. However, they found the rooms neat and 
‘clean. As it was nearly noon Leader Bowen asked 
Henry to have lunch with them. 

‘ No, thanks,” grunted Henry looking rather 
surprised and nervous. ‘‘I had lunch with a 
bunch o’ wimmen from Mackinac one day. No, 
I guess I’ll trot along, ’less you mean dinner.”’ 

‘¢ Dinner it is then,” explained Zike, as the 
boys laughed. 
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After a hearty meal all withdrew to the hotel 
veranda, where a dozen chairs were placed. 

‘* Now, Henry,’’ began Sis Quaintance, ‘‘ when 
do we start? ” 

‘“ Start now, if ye want to,’’ replied the guide 
with a wink at Zike, his employer’s son. The 
boys stared. 

““ Now? ” exclaimed Boney. ‘‘ Why, we got to 
get our outfit here! We’ve got to have rations 
and Mackinaws at least! ’’ 

Old Henry allowed a grin to show beneath his 
mask, ‘‘ Well, what do you fellers want me to 
do? Nurse ye? ‘There’s the store over there. 
I guess you’ve got some money. Don’t ye know 
what to buy? ” 

A laugh went up as all began to realize that 
Henry was having fun at their expense. 

« Well,” answered Sis, ‘‘ then we’ll mosey 
along and fit out. Suppose you meet us here in 
the morning, Henry, an’ we’ll get off. How far 
do we have to hike? ”’ 

‘¢ Up to the jedge’s place? ’Bout two mile over 
. ito the Tahquamenon, then ten mile north an’ a 
i couple o?’ portages takes us to the Little Two 
‘Hearted goin’ by the ways o’ various cricks.’’ 


26 The Boy Scouts of the Air 


‘¢Then we are going by canoe? ’’ asked Zike. 
« I thought we hiked it! ’’ 

‘¢ Well, there ain’t no law agin it,’’ answered 
the guide, ‘‘ but seein’s it’s swamp and muskeg 
most o’ the way, I reckon we ought to paddle.”’ 

« All right; that’s great. Come along, fel- 
lows,’’ ordered Boney. ‘‘ You’ll meet us in the 
morning, Henry? ”’ 

‘ Seein’s I stop right here when I’m in town, 
I reckon I will,’’ was the guide’s reply. 

Zike chuckled as they took their way to the 
store. 

‘¢ He knows his business, Boney. Say, I’ll bet 
he’s. having more fun with us than a box of 
monkeys! ’’ 

‘« Never mind,’’ laughed Rube Borrow, ‘‘ when 
we get in camp we’ll make him open his eyes! 
I’m glad we’re all scouts, now! ”’ 

A day or two before leaving Chicago the 
tenderfeet, Red Josey and Jim Halloran, had 
become second-class scouts, while Rube had won 
his aviation badge and Zike one for signaling. 

It was an hour before they completed their pur- 
chases amid a fire of comments from the lumber- 
jacks who crowded around. These the boys took 


At Eagle Camp 27 


good-naturedly, though Sis almost lost his temper 
once. Finally Zike winked at Boney as a grinning 
half-breed spoke up. 

« W’at for you take so mooch dat rice? She’s 
been ver’ heavy if you fall in crick! ”’ 

« Well,’ said Zike solemnly, looking at the 
“ breed,” ‘‘ PI tell you. We need that rice to 
perpetrate the hypotenuse of the proteids con- 
stituting the esthetic pilasters of the empyrean! ’’ 

The half-breed gasped and for an instant there 
was silence as the others gazed at Zike’s solemn 
face. Then the spectators could no longer hold 
in and a roar went up. 

« Haw, haw!’’ shouted one of the ‘‘ jacks,’’ 
pounding the half-breed on the back. ‘‘ Take 
that, St. Pierre! I guess the kid handed you one 
that time! ”’ 

It so happened that Sis was studying up for 
an ornithology badge. As the boys were about 
to leave the store, Sis paused and stopped Bob. 

“ Look here, Boney,’’ he said with interest, 
pulling something from the screen door, ‘‘ here’s 
an eagle feather, or a part of one! ”’ 

None of the boys noted a sudden ATE that 
had fallen in the store behind, as they crowded 
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around the door. Sis held the upper end of a 
quill, cut short off just below the black tip. 

« Male eagle,’’ he said, ‘‘ the female’s feathers 
are brown. Let’s take it to the hotel and ask 
Henry.’’ 

But the old guide shook his head when they 
had dumped their loads on the veranda and 
showed him the feather end. 

« That ain’t no eagle feather,’’ he grunted with 
a keen look at the boys; ‘‘ that’s a feather out of 
a hawk Jim Adams, the storekeeper, shot last 
week.’’ 

Sis looked puzzled. But just then all saw a 
peculiar figure pass the hotel without a look to 
either side. It was a boy, little older than them- 
selves, who, to their surprise, wore a derby hat 
and white linen shirt, instead of the slouch hat 
and open-necked flannel garment that most of the 
male inhabitants of Walloon seemed to prefer. 

The boy, who was ridiculously tall, had fiery 
red hair and a long, shrewd face. But, for some 
reason, his appearance seemed to amuse Henry 
vastly, and the boys immediately inquired who 
the stranger was. 

“ His name’s Waldron—Billy Waldron. 
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Kind o’ cracked up here,’’ explained the woods- 
man tapping his skull. 

« Why,’’ exclaimed Zike, ‘‘ he seemed to have 
a pretty good face! What’s he cracked about? ’’ 

‘“ It’s like this,’? answered Henry leaning back 
in his tilted chair and pulling his drooping hat 
over his eyes. ‘‘ Bout three months ago, his 
father, ole man Waldron, died, leavin’ Billy all 
alone. Turned out the old man had just sold a 
patch o’ hardwood up near Grand Marais and 
Billy finds ’bout six or seven thousand dollars 
lyin’ in the bank down to the Junction. 

« One day folks seen some kind of a buildin’ 
goin’ up in Waldron’s pasture but Billy wouldn’t 
explain. Not nary a word. Then, long ’bout a 
month ago a big heavy contraption was left at 
the deepo fer Billy. He totes it up to the farm 
as keerful as if it was glass. 

‘¢ Purty soon some more stuff comes along, an’ 
folks seen it come from some fact’ry at Newark, 
down east, where they make flyin’ machines an’ 
the like. After that ’twasn’t long ’fore Billy lets 
out as how he’s goin’ to fly.”’ . 

“ And can he? ’’ burst out Rube Borrow ex- 
citedly while the other scouts listened breath- 
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lessly to the disgusted reply of the old guide. 

“« Fly!” grunted the guide. ‘‘ He can’t no 
more fly ’an I can! Billy blows around a while 
’*bout what he’s goin’ to do an’ then somehow it 
slips out ’at he don’t know enough ’bout the 
darned thing to put it together. Now he just 
moons ’round town eatin’, readin’ bi-o-plane mag- 
azines an’ such and sleepin’. He’s plumb cracked, 
I guess. Too bad, too, but that’s what comes 0’ 
monkeyin’ with such things.’’ 

Zike caught a meaning look and a wink from 
Rube. What did he mean? 

‘¢ Ts Waldron’s farm near town? ”’ asked Rube. 

‘¢ Jest over yonder,’’ replied the woodsman with 
a jerk of his thumb down the road, ‘‘ ’bout half 
a mile.’ 

_Zike jumped. So that was it! He turned to his 
leader with a return wink. 

“ Boney, let’s scatter and explore the town! ’’ 
he exclaimed. 

‘ Good idea,’’ replied Boney, rising and catch- 
ing up his staff hearing the Golden Eagle symbol. 
‘¢ PI number you chaps off right now. Zike, you 
and Rube are three and four, Art and Red five and 
six, Jim and Chuck seven and eight. Red, you 
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and Jim remember your partners are little 
chaps —”’ 

‘* Hold on! ’’ protested Art. ‘‘ Cut that out, 
Boney! ”’ 

“All right,’? laughed the leader. ‘‘ Come 
along, Sis.’’ 

‘* Goin’ to leave your grub lyin’ on the porch? ”’ 
asked Henry with a grin as the boys sprang up. 

‘‘ Score one for you, Henry,’’ replied Assistant 
Sis. ‘‘ Fellows, leave your haversacks here. Jim, 
you and Chuck stay with me an’ we’ll make up 
the loads ’fore we start out.’’ 

í Come along, Boney,’’ said Zike with another 
significant wink as Bob stood hesitating whether 
to remain with his assistant or to start out to 
see the village. But, a moment later, Zike, Bob 
and Rube were strolling down the road, while 
Josey and Halloran set off in the other direction. 

‘« What’s up your sleeve, Zike? ’’ asked Bob 
at once when they were out of hearing of the 
hotel. 

Rube gave a laugh in which Zike joined while 
Boney looked puzzled. f 

« Aren’t you next, Boney?’’ asked Rube. 
‘« Were you sound asleep all the time? ”’ 
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‘¢ Guess I was,’’ admitted the leader ruefully. 
‘But I’m on to something you fellows don’t 
know. Henry was lyin’ when he said that was a 
hawk’s feather. An’ Sis and I know it. Now, 
where are we off to? ”’ 

“ Were going to see Billy Waldron, the 
lumberjack aviator,’’ chuckled Rube. 


CHAPTER IIT 
A WOULD-BE AVIATOR 


Inquiring their way at several scattered houses 
the ‘three scouts presently found themselves ap- 
proaching the Waldron farm, which consisted of 
a small house, large barn, several sheds and a 
wide stretch of rocky sheep land. 

“There it is! ’’ cried Zike pointing to a newly- 
built shed that stood behind the barn. They 
walked up to the front door of the house and 
knocked. 

No answer came and Rube suggested they try. 
the back door. Still they got no answer. 

‘¢ Out in the shed, probably,’’ commented Bob. 
« Come on.’’ 

As they passed around the barn, where a few 
chickens were scattered about, they set up a 
shout. It was answered with startling quickness, 
for the tall, red-headed boy who had passed the 
hotel, appeared at the corner of the shed with a 
leveled shotgun. 

‘« You fellers get out o’ here! ’’ he shouted 
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angrily. Then he dropped the gun as he caught a 
full glimpse of the three and hurried toward them. 

‘¢Stay or run? ’’ whispered Rube backing off 
in alarm. 

“« Stay,” laughed Zike. ‘‘ He won’t hurt us. 
If he tries it there are three of us.” 

Young Waldron came up running, his gun 
under his arm and a grin of surprised delight on 
his face. | 

“ Say,’’? he began, ‘‘no hard feelings! I 
thought you were Walloon fellers. They’ve purty 
near drove me crazy. You want to see me? ’’ 

“ Tf you’re Billy Waldron, we do,’’ returned 
Bob. 

« Who are’ you? Gov’ment men?’ asked 
Billy, hesitatingly. 
<t No— why? That’s what the men in the 
store asked, too.’’ 

‘¢ Oh, nothin’. Come in an’ set down. What 
uniforms are them? ”’ 

“ Boy Scout,” replied Zike. ‘We're goin’ 
into camp up north o’ here. Why,” he added, as 
they made out the interior of the shed, ‘‘ you’ve 
got a swell place here, old man! ”’ 

There was a work bench, many empty boxes, 


Their shout was answered with startling quickness, for the 
red-headed boy who had passed the hotel appeared at the corner 
of the shed with a leveled shotgun. 
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some chairs, and, in the darker recesses, the boys 
could see various parts of what was unmistakably 
an aeroplane. Nearer at hand stood an engine, in 
dismounted sections. 

Billy’s face lit up suddenly. 

‘ Boy Scouts? Say! I’ve read o’ them in the 
‘Golden Tales,’’’ he cried, ‘‘ same as what 
started me in this business. I s’pose you heard o’ 
my machine down to the village? ”’ 

“« We — we heard something about it,’’ replied 
Rube cautiously, ‘‘ an’ as Worden and I are inter- 
ested, we jus’ dropped in. What’d you say 
started you? ’’ 

Billy pointed, not without pride, to an immense 
pile of the cheapest sort of paper-bound books, 
stacked on a table. 

‘¢ Why, them ‘ Golden Tales,’ ‘ Daring Deeds,’ 
an’ the rest. They’re chuck full o’ airship 
stories, ’bout how boys done all kinds o’ things. 
That’s how I judged it would be easy to fly. I 
bought one o’ them machines down to Newark. 
But somehow the blamed thing won’t go 
together.”’ 

‘‘Tt’s not so easy as it looks, is it, Billy? ” 
commented Zike. ‘‘ Care if we take a look? ”’ » 
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‘ Gosh, no!” replied Billy, his face beaming. 
“I’m glad you come ’round! ’’ 

« Why, you’ve got all kinds o’ stuff here! ’’ 
broke in Rube with a surprised ery. ‘‘ Real silk 
for the planes — an’ look at that engine! ”’ 

‘ Look here!’ shouted Zike. ‘* This isn’t an 
aeroplane at all— it’s a—’’ 

‘* Hydro-aeroplane,’’ grinned Billy, delighted. 
‘“ Say, you fellers know what’s what, don’t you! 
There’s so much woods ’round here I thought 
this thing’d be better, after readin’ that story 
about ‘ Fred Fearless and His Diving Aeroplane.’ 
You see, it ain’t thirty mile to the lake, north o’ 
here, an’ I thought mebbe it’d come in handy.’’ 

The enthusiastic boys inspected the various 
parts of the machine with growing wonder and 
delight while Waldron informed them that the 
whole had cost him a little under $3,000. For 
nearly an hour the examination proceeded. 

‘ I come mighty near gettin’ up a Boy Scout 
company up liere at first,’’ Billy also confided to 
his visitors, ‘‘ after that story come out about the 
Boy Scout Wonders ’at found a million dollars 
in a cave. But I fin’ly decided that this was 
better.’’ 
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An overwhelming idea had already come to 
Zike. Finally catching the attention of his two 
comrades he put out his hand. 

‘“ Well, Waldron, I’m mighty glad we dropped 
in. Come down to the hotel to-night, won’t you? 
We have to get back now. But I’d like to see 
you again about this machine.’’ 

‘ Sure I’ll come down! I’ll be down right 
after supper! I wish you fellows’d give me some 
pointers,’’ he added wistfully. 

‘‘ Of course we will! ’’ replied Rube. ‘‘ So long 
till to-night! ”’ 

When the three scouts were out of sight they 
staggered to the fence and leaned on it. 

“ < Boy Scout Wonders!’ ’’ roared Bob, brush- 
ing the tears from his cheeks, ‘‘ ‘ Golden Tales! ’ 
‘Daring Deeds!’ Wow!” 

« ¢ Million dollars in a cave!’ ’’ gasped Rube, 
‘¢ Wait till we tell the fellows about this! ’’ 

Zike had suddenly sobered down. ‘‘ Not just 
yet, Rube! ”’ 

« What!’’ cried the other two. Zike again 
shook his head. 

‘<TLook here, kids,’’ explained Zike, ‘‘ I’ve 
thought of something big. Why not take Waldron 
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with us, carry all his stuff into camp and set up 
that machine for him in the woods? ’’ 

Rube and Bob popped open their eyes in amaze- 
ment. 

‘¢ We couldn’t carry all that stuff with us,” 
objected Rube, ‘‘ an’ besides, it’s all brush coun- 
try up there.’” 

«It just ain’t,’? retorted Zike positively. 
“ I’ve heard father say there are lots o’ open 
spaces on the shore o’ the river. An’ in those 
little lakes there’s islands bare as your hand! ’’ 

«Itd be an awful job, Zike,’’? argued Bob, 
‘* an’ remember the portages and the canoes! ”’ 

‘< I know,” answered Zike, ‘‘ but all that stuff 
comes apart. An’ the engine ain’t so heavy. I 
don’t believe it’ll take more’n one extra canoe 
for the whole business! ”’ 

The other boys were silent for a moment and 
then Rube burst out. 

“ Let’s try it, Bob. It’d be great if we could! ”’ 

“ I think we can, all right,’ went on Zike. 
« That’s why I said we mustn’t tell the rest how 
Billy eame to get his machine. Red and Chuck 
would never get over such a joke. An’ it 
wouldn’t be fair to Billy. We can tell him not 
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to say anything about it. He’ll see the point; 
he’s as sharp as a whip in some ways! ”’ 

‘ You’re right,’’? responded Bob, thoughtfully, 
‘ Mebbe it could be done. Anyway, let’s put it 
up to the bunch. If they’re willin’ we’ll take 
Billy along as a tenderfoot.”’ 

“ That’s the stuff!’’? shouted Rube. ‘‘ Let’s 
hurry back right now! ’’ 

The three boys hastened to the hotel and found 
the other five on the veranda. Henry, the guide, 
had disappeared. 

Bob gathered them around and without delay 
submitted Zike’s plan, after telling them of find- 
ing Billy and his machine. 

‘ Tt sounds first-rate,’’ exclaimed cool-headed 
Sis, after Zike had answered all his objections, 
“ an’, if the stuff don’t take too much room, I 
don’t see why it won’t work! ”’ 

« I don’t know about a hydro-aeroplane,’’ said 
Rube, ‘‘ but Billy can tell us to-night just —”’ 

‘¢ Gasoline! ’’ broke in Art suddenly. ‘‘ That’s 
what’ll take room! ”’ 

A silence fell on the group, broken finally by 


Zike. 
‘¢T’ll tell you! If you fellows’! help with the 
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stuff, I’ll come back with Henry just as soon as 
we get settled, and bring up a few cans of gas. 
How about it? ’’ 

« That’s all right — if Billy wants to go!” re- 
turned Jim Halloran dryly. ‘‘ If he says he does, 
I’ll volunteer to help.”’ 

A vote was taken and everyone was found will- 
ing to accept Billy as a tenderfoot. 

« We haven’t a uniform for him,” explained 
Red Josey, ‘‘ but I reckon that won’t matter. An’ 
say, fellows, there’s a chance for something be- 
sides fun, according to Bob. If this chap has 
anything in him he’s too good for this place. 
If we go slow and careful we may get him down 
home with us. He can blow in some o’ his sudden 
wealth on an education.’’ 

' * Bully for you, Red!’’ agreed Sis. ‘* We’ll 
remember that, fellows! Now gather ’round here; 
I’ve somethin’ to say and I don’t intend to 
shout it.” 

When all had crowded around him Sis lowered 
his voice. 

“ There’s somethin’ up that I don’t under- 
stand. I know as well as anything that the 
feather I found was an eagle feather, or part o’ 
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one; but you all heard what Henry said — and it 
was a lie, that’s all. Bob knows it, too. 

‘ Well, after we got the stuff stowed away in 
packs and the haversacks, I went back to the store 
for some salt. Then I remembered Henry had 
disappeared with that piece o’ feather. An’ when 
I went into the store again I saw it, right there 
in the door! 

‘“ Hold on! ’”’ Sis continued, as several started 
to speak. ‘‘ That ain’t all. The loungers in there 
didn’t say a word while I was in the store and it 
looks to me as if there was somethin’ goin’ on 
that we butted into when we found that scrap of 
feather! ”” 

‘ Nonsense,’’ exclaimed Rube, ‘‘ your wheels 
are goin’ ’round too fast, old fellow! ’’ 

« No, they aren’t,’’ insisted Sis. ‘‘ Now look 
here. You fellows know what we came up here 
for and the guide knows it. But I want you to 
try to make him think we’ve forgotten it.’’ 

« Why? ’’ asked Bob impulsively. 

“ Because I’ve got a hunch he had a mighty 
good reason for lyin’ to us. Anyway, let’s just 
think of other things till we get into camp, and not 
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mention golden eagles again. We’ll have enough 
to talk about with Billy along, I guess! ’’ 

‘‘ But say, Sis,’’ persisted Zike, doggedly, ‘‘ I 
don’t see what on earth you could suspect Old 
Henry o’ doing! ”’ 

‘¢T don’t suspect him o’ nothin’,’’ returned Sis, 
shortly. ‘‘ Only, I know he lied to us, and that 
a screw is loose somewhere. It’s up to us to find 
it, that’s all.’’ 

« We’ll do our best,’? laughed Red Josey. 
“ But, Zike, I want you to do me a favor.”’ 

‘“ Anything but lend you money,’’ agreed Zike 
soberly. 

‘ Then, when we get fixed in camp, I want you 
and Rube to teach me to work that machine 0’ 
Waldron’s.’’ 

“So do I!” shouted Jim, Art and Chuck 
together. 

‘¢ Count me in,” laughed Sis, ‘‘ all but the en- 
gine part.’’ 

Bob started to speak, but Rube cut him short. 
‘t Never mind, Boney, you needn’t say it. I 
guess we’ll have a regular aviation class, eh, 
Zike? ”’ 

“« You bet!” said the latter, enthusiastically. 
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‘* We’ll have the time of our lives! ”’ 

‘ The Golden Eagles will be all up in the air, 
won’t—” | 

Chuck Grant vanished as a dozen hands reached 
for him. But, after promising to be good, he was 
restored to the circle. 

“« Say, fellows,’’ he began anew, dodging Red, 
“ keep him off and I’ll give you a good name for 
this Waldron kid! 

Bob collared Red. ‘‘ Now,” he commanded 
sternly, ‘‘ if you spring another of those, you’ll 
be sorry!” 

‘¢ This isn’t a joke,’’ protested Chuck. ‘‘Why 
don’t we call him the ‘ Dragonfly ’ ?-’’ 

« Why so?’’ asked Bob, suspiciously. 

« Cause he’s long on wings and short on 
head! ” announced Chuck triumphantly. 

« Take him, Red!’ shouted Bob. But Chuck 
was saved by the loud bell that just then an- 
nounced supper, rung by no less a person than 
Henry. Barely had the boys finished this meal 
and adjourned to the office of the hotel than Billy 
Waldron’s fiery thatch appeared. At sight of all 
the boys together he was taken aback. 

‘¢ Why,” asked Bob, shaking hands with the 
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visitor, ‘‘ didn’t you see us this afternoon when 
you passed? ’’ 

‘‘No,’’ confessed Billy, ‘‘ I was busy thinkin’ 
’*bout how them screws fastened into the body, 
and didn’t notice.”’ 

One by one the boys were introduced and all 
took to Billy instantly, in spite of the bare grunt 
that Henry vouchsafed him. Save for their 
party, the office was empty, so Bob called the 
meeting to order and proceeded to put the ques- 
tion to Billy. 

‘« Waldron, you said you’d like some pointers. 
We’ve all talked the thing over. We’ve agreed 
to take you with us as a tenderfoot scout — if you 
care to go. We’ll take the machine along, set 
it up somewhere near the camp—’’ Henry in- 
terrupted with a laugh of amazement and in- 
credulity, but Bob took no notice. ‘‘ An’ have 
a reg’lar aviation school if you’ll come along and 
let us use the machine. How about it? °’ ` 


CHAPTER IV 
HENRY’S SCORE IS WIPED OUT 


Over Billy Waldron’s unlovely but eager face 
crept an expression of dumb surprise as of one 
who hears news too good to be true. When he 
realized that the scouts were in earnest he leaped 
up and took Bob’s hand in a grip that made the 
athlete wince. 

‘ There ain’t nothing but ‘ yes,’ of course! ’’ 
he exclaimed hoarsely. ‘‘ Why, I’ve been tryin’ 
for a week to make up my mind to send for one 
o’ them experts. But I knew the whole dad- 
burned village’d raise a howl the minute I did. 
An’ ever’ time I come down to the telegraph of- 
fice I got cold feet.’’ 

‘“ How long will it*take us to pack up the ma- 
chine? ’’ asked matter-of-fact Sis. 

‘¢ Well, me and Jim Watson unpacked it in 
three days, so with you fellows to help we can do 
it up in a day.”’ 

‘Good! ’’ cried Bob as he turned to Henry. 
‘¢Then we’ll put off the start one day, Henry. 


That suit you? ’’ « 
45 
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Henry replied with a disgusted grunt, slid out 
of his chair and made for the door. There he 
paused a moment, looked the crowd over from 
beneath his hat brim and vanished. 

The boys crowded around Billy, all talking a 
once. But Bob quickly restored order. 

«From now on,” he announced, ‘‘ you’ll re- 
member that this is a Boy Scout camp and not a 
rough-house! When you address me or Sis, 
salute. And be quick about it, too! But this 
doesn’t apply except between breakfast and sup- 
per,’’ he added, ‘‘ unless we have something on.’’ 

« You fellers don’t look like booze-fighters,’’ 
remarked Billy innocently. ‘‘ You ain’t going to 
get jags on very often, I hope? ”’ 

A shout went up and Bob looked at Billy 
sharply. Then, catching a faint twinkle in Wal- 
dron’s gray eyes, he laughed. Starting at the be- 
ginning he told Billy the reason for their trip. 
When he had finished, the new tenderfoot looked 
at him curiously. 

‘« You fellers took a pow’ful unlucky name,’’ 
Billy commented. ‘‘ Sure there ain’t nothin’ back 
o’ all this ’cept what you said? ”’ 

‘¢ Of course not! ’’ replied Bob frowning in per- 
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plexity while Sis and Zike exchanged glances. 
66 Why? 9? 

** Qh, nothin’. I guess I’ll take the oath, if 
you’re ready.’ As he spoke, Billy drew a Boy 
Scout Manual from his pocket amid a general ex- 
pression of surprise. ‘‘ Folks ’round here think 
I’m crazy ’cause I talk book talk, and dress 
better’n they do, and ’cause I want to fly. But 
just the same I’ll make ’em sit up an’ take 
notice one of these days! ”’ 

Another look, of a very different kind, passed 
around and in a few minutes Billy was a member 
of the patrol with a tenderfoot badge on his 
sleeve. 

‘‘ Look here,’’ he then exclaimed, ‘‘ it ain’t 
seven yet an’ if you fellers come up to the farm 
we can pack up some o’ the stuff to-night. An’ 
you can stay there all night; I’ve got three or 
four beds that ain’t been used, not since — since 
dad died. And I got an awful pile o’ dirty dishes 
in the kitchen,’’ he added with another smile. 

“ Rising vote,’’ announced Bob. ‘‘ All in favor 
jump up!” 

Every boy was on his feet instantly, where- 
upon Bob and Sis went in search of the landlord. 
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As the latter seemed wholly indifferent whether 
his guests stayed or went, Bob paid him. Then, 
with heavy haversacks and staves, all set out for 
Waldron’s farm, after leaving word for the ab- 
sent guide. 

‘<T wonder what Billy meant by that funny 
question? ’? said Sis to Zike in a low tone. Bob 
had drawn the tenderfoot some distance ahead, in 
order to caution him about mentioning his fiction 
library. 

‘¢ Tt looks as if there was something in the air, 
after all,’? answered Zike slowly, ‘‘ something 
connected with our patrol name. I think Billy is 
a fine chap, though. And I don’t believe he’s 
mixed up in anything crooked.’’ 

‘« We don’t know that he means anything yet,’’ 
cautioned Sis, ‘fso we’d better not be givin’ 
names to it. Hello, here we are! ’’ 

They turned in at the gate and Billy led them 
into the house. This they found to be the per- ` 
fection of neatness — all except the kitchen. Billy 
explained that he had spent all his time between 
the shed or ‘‘ hangar ’’ and this one room, and 
it looked it. 

After seeing that the four beds were in order 
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and making up Billy’s cot in the kitchen, some of 
the boys set a pan of water on the stove and all 
adjourned to the ‘‘ hangar,’’ where they began 
sorting the smaller articles and materials. 

The aeroplane was of the latest type, able to 
start from the ground or from the water if neces- 
sary. Zike and Rube examined the engine with 
interest that grew every minute, and wondered 
that they should have found such a machine in 
the heart of the woods. 

The elevating rudder was very low, suspended 
just above the pontoons. Although the machine 
was only partly assembled there was a diagram 
which had mixed poor Billy all up but which was 
perfectly plain to Zike, who at once began an ex- 
planation of it. The motor was a fifty horse 
power, eight-cylinder engine, with an indicated 
speed of forty-five miles per hour. To Rube’s, 
delight the machine seemed capable of carrying 
the operator and two passengers. The water- 
proof and rubberized plane cloth was of the best 
quality, while the ribs, bed-rails, and other wooden 
parts were of spruce. All in all, it was a marvel 
of completeness, and it was small wonder that 
little real work was done that night, while Zike and 
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Rube dwelt on the functions of the various parts 
of the airship. 

They washed Billy’s enormous pile of dishes 
before turning in, two in a bed. Billy slept on a 
cot in the hangar as usual. Early in the morning 
Sis heard some one in the kitchen and rushed 
down. He caught the surprised Billy in the act of 
stuffing the last of his fiction library into the 
stove. 

‘€ Don’t say nothin’,’’ broke out the near-avia- 
tor, with a sheepish grin, ‘‘ I just made up my 
mind I’d get them books out o’ the way, after 
what Bowen said last night. They was most of 
’em lies, I guess, anyway.”’ 

Things moved briskly that day. As soon as 
breakfast was over, the engine was the first thing 
the boys tackled. This was securely crated, and 
then the case was provided with stout handles for 
four carriers. About this time Henry appeared. 
Zike immediately had an idea. 

‘¢ How’s the trail over to the Tahquamenon 
from here, Henry? Is it pretty good? ” he asked 
the guide. 

«< 'Tain’t no trail,’’ replied the woodsman. 
““ Tt’s a road.’’ 
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Zike pointed to the accumulating boxes. 
“Think an extra canoe will carry these all 
right? ” he asked. ‘‘ There aren’t any rapids to 
shoot? ’’ 

‘“ Nary a one. Yes, I guess another canoe’ll 
do it. I got two big Injun canoes over there now. 
But, say! Are you fellers in arnest ’bout this 
flyin’ bus’ness? ”’ 

“‘ Sure! ’’? answered Zike, while the other boys 
smiled. ‘* Why? ” 

*“ Nothin’, only I’m a-goin’ to write to the jedge 
to-day, tellin’ him I ain’t goin’ to be responsible 
fer what happens over my head, that’s all. PI 
take care o’ you on the water an’ on land but not 
in the sky.” 

A little later the guide beckoned Zike aside 
beyond the hearing of those in the shed. Then 
he turned and faced the curious boy. 

‘¢ Say, what are ye up here for, anyhow? ”’ 
Henry began. 

« Why, you got father’s letter! ’’ Zike an- 
swered, surprised. ‘‘ We want to find that eagle’s 
nest and the coat with his money init. And we’re 
going to have a good time, too.”’ 

«t Sure there ain’t nothin’ else? ”’ 
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Zike, a little irritated, replied in the negative. ` 
Finally Henry, as if not wholly convinced, began 
to move off toward the town. 

« Hold on!” called out Zike, ‘‘ Take some of 
the boys over to the river, will you, this morning? 
We ’d like to get some of this stuff loaded up so 
we can make better time to-morrow.”’ 

Zike called Bob, as the guide returned, and ex- 
plained his plan, which the leader approved. 
Thereupon four boys were detailed to carry the 
engine over to the river while the others con- 
tinued packing. They returned a little before 
noon, when Sis drew Zike and Bob aside. 

«c We stopped in at the store coming back, fel- 
lows,’’ Quaintance reported in a low tone, ‘‘ and 
got there just in time to see a big auto just buzzin’ 
‘out o’ sight. Also, that feather in the door was 
gone!” 

“¢ Well, what of it? ’’ asked Boney. 

‘t Search me,’’ answered Sis shaking his head, 
“ but I’ll bet a dollar there’s a connection be- 
tween ’em. This ain’t no country for tourists. 
Besides, it didn’t look like a tourin’ car to me, 
either.”’ 

“ Oh, forget it! ’’ laughed Zike turning back to 
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the shed. ‘‘ You’re worse than Billy that first 
day, Sis! Mebbe this is a ‘ dry ’ county an’ meb- 
be Jim Adams sells a little redeye when it’s safe. 
Mebbe that feather’s a sign ever’thing’s safe! ”’ 

Entering the shed, Sis asked Billy Waldron 
casually if Walloon was ‘‘ dry ’’ but Billy laughed. 

‘“ No chance o’ that!’’ he answered. ‘‘ Too 
many ‘ jacks ’ and half-breeds up here! ”’ 

Sis shot a triumphant glance at Zike. 

By evening the packing was finished. The en- 
tire outfit had been taken apart and crated and 
boxed. These, together with packages of tools, 
stores, their rifles, haversacks and blankets, 
formed a pretty big load for the patrol. But 
there were no objections. 

Henry dropped in after supper for final in- 
structions, and it was arranged that he would call 
for them at the Waldron farm at daybreak. The 
old woodsman, settled in a comfortable chair, 
gave Zike, whom he naturally favored, a slight 
wink. 

«i §’pose,’’ he asked, while the idle scouts gazed 
at him expectantly, ‘‘ s’pose you fellers git lost 
in the brush and know that the shack is ’bout a 
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mile due west. How do ye reckon ye’d find it, 
if ye didn’t have no compass? ”’ 

‘¢ We wouldn’t need a compass,” replied Jim 
promptly. 

« Wouldn’t need one!’’ grunted Henry, 
« What’d ye be doin’ in the woods without no 
compass? ’? ` 

“ Let’s rope that sentence and take it home as 
an example of grammar,’’ whispered Sis to Zike, 
chuckling, while Jim answered Henry. 

« We’d use our watches,’’ explained Jim. 
« Point the hour hand at the sun, and halfway 
between it and noon is north, in the morning. In 
the afternoon, point your hour hand and count 
backwards half way. Cinch!” 

‘“T don’t know; I never done that. Here — 
what if there wasn’t no sun?” Henry added, 
triumphantly. 

«< Why,” smiled Jim, ‘‘ if the clouds were too 
thick to get any shadow, I’d squat right there 
and send up two smoke signals.’’ 

‘‘S’pose ye didn’t have no matches and the 
woods was wet? ”’ 

“ Peel off some birch bark and get to work with 
rubbin’-sticks. We’ve all got ’em in our haver- 
sacks’? 
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“ What! ”’ stammered the amazed guide. ‘‘ Do 
that Injun stunt? That’d take all day! I was 
lost in the marsh up near Gran’ Sable one day an’ 
didn’t have no sun nor no matches an’ I tried 
that way. But I’d been rubbin’ yet if a ‘ breed ’ 
hadn’t ’a’ come along!’’ He chuckled reminis- 
cently. ‘‘ You fellers’ll git yer fill o’ that, first 
time ye try it! ” 

Bob whispered to Red Josey and in a few min- 
utes the latter came in with his fire-drill outfit. 
He showed it to Henry who was interested but 
wholly skeptical. 

« Ye can’t do nothin’ with that Reeser 
Why, the whole blamed outfit is white cedar. 
Don’t ye know ye have to have different kinds o’ 
wood? ”’ 

The scouts smiled. Red put his foot on the 
block, twisted the leather bow-string around the 
drill, placed the latter in a socket, put on the top 
piece, and started the bow back and forth. In 
less than a minute a slight smoke arose, followed 
shortly by a little burst of flame. 

Henry rose, clapped on his disreputable hat and 
strode to the door. 

‘¢T’ll be here in the morning,” he grunted, 
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flinging the portal open, and he vanished amid a 
shout of laughter from the boys. 

“ I reckon that surprised him a little,’’ laughed 
Billy the new recruit, to conceal his own amaze- 
ment. The scouts, knowing he had a manual, 
looked at him. 

‘¢ Why, that’s all in your manual! ’”’ exclaimed 
Sis. ‘‘ Didn’t you ever read it? ” 

« Haven’t had time to read more’n the first 
five pages,’’ replied Billy. ‘‘ I’ve been too blame 
busy readin’ — readin’ aeroplane stuff,’’ he stam- 
mered, with an appealing look at Sis, who 
promptly came to his rescue. 

‘“‘Come on, fellows,’ suggested the latter, 
‘‘let’s hunt up some dry wood right now and 
make Billy an outfit! ’’ 

The suggestion was acted upon, and in few min- 


utes a very good set of rubbing-sticks was handed 


to Billy who, after a few fruitless attempts man- 
aged to create a blaze. 

‘‘ Well, it may come in handy,” said Billy 
proudly, stowing it away in his pack, ‘‘ but I guess 
T’ll stick by matches for awhile.’’ 

“ That’s nothing to make light of, Billy,” be- 
gan Chuck, who was promptly smothered and 
carried away to bed. 


CHAPTER V 
OFF FOR THE WOODS 


Early the next morning Henry arrived, wak- 
ing the boys by pounding on the kitchen door and 
-= shouting. The sky was only a pale gray as the 
scouts straggled down to the kitchen where Billy 
and Sis were already preparing a breakfast of 
bacon, eggs and coffee, while the guide sat in the 
corner. 

« No use,” suggested Billy, as Bob started to 
open his haversack. ‘‘ Don’t get out them things 
o’ yours. Use my dishes and save bother.’’ 

‘“ Don’t mean to say ye brung dishes! ” put in 
Henry, as he stared at Bob. ‘‘ Why, ain’t you 
scout fellers used to eatin’ off bark plates? 
Shucks, I thought ye was goin’ to rough it! ”’ 

‘¢ Tin plates and foldin’ cups don’t take much 
room,’’ replied Bob, ‘‘ and they’re mighty handy 
at times. No use doin’ any more roughin’ than 
you have to.’’ 

When the hasty breakfast was over and the 
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dishes had been washed, Billy claimed their help 
in disposing of his live stock. 

«c We got to take them chickens up to Fryman’s 
place, ’cause I don’t want to leave ’em here. I 
got about a dozen, I guess. What’ll I do with the 
old mare, Henry? ”’ 

‘“‘Take her over to Adams,” answered the 
guide. ‘‘ He’ll keep her fer ye an’ won’t charge 
much; he’s got room in his new barn.”’ 

‘ Tf you fellers’ll help me with the chickens,’’ 
declared Billy, ‘‘ we’ll tote ’em up right off.’’ 

‘ Zike and I will take the horse down to the 
store for you,’’ suggested Sis; ‘‘ that’ll save time. 
And the other chaps can help around here. Where 
is she? In the barn? ’’ 

“ Right to the left of the door,” answered 
Billy. ‘‘ Come on, fellers! ’’ 

Next moment the barnyard was a pandemo- 
nium. None of the boys wasted time trying to 
capture the chickens peacefully but simply ran 
them down as fast and furiously as possible. As 
Sis and Zike led the horse from the little barn, 
they gave a shout of laughter, for the whole 
patrol was in a wild charge, clutching chicken legs, 
wings and tails indiscriminately, while the shrill 
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patrol call of ‘‘ kre-e-e ’’ echoed through the air 
and served further to frighten the unhappy birds. 

‘ Trot along, Zike,’’ exclaimed Sis finally, ‘‘ we 
can’t stand here watchin’ all day.’’ 

‘ Suppose Adams will be up? ’’ asked Zike. 

‘*Sure,’’ replied Sis. ‘‘ All these backwoods 
people are up at daylight. If he isn’t, we’ll get 
him up pretty quick! ”’ 

Sure enough, they found most of the villagers 
up and astir and when they reached the store they 
also found the half-breed, St. Pierre, lounging 
before it, watching the storekeeper open up. 

“ B’jou,’’ smiled St. Pierre as the boys ap- 
proached. ‘‘ Dat’s been one ver’ poor horse! 
You been stole heem, no? ”’ 

« Not on your life,’’ laughed Zike. ‘‘ We’re 
just goin’ to leave him here for fear you’ll swipe 
him before we get back! ”’ 

The half-breed lounged after them as they en- 
tered the store and Sis nudged Zike significantly 
as they passed the door. The eagle feather had 
disappeared, sure enough. 

‘¢ Good mornin’, Mr. Adams,’’ began Sis pleas- 
antly. ‘‘We’ve brought down Billy Waldron’s 
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horse. Can you take care of her in your barn 
for a couple of weeks or so? ’’ 

Adams stared at them, his heavy brows drawn 
down. 

‘« Reckon I can,” he replied slowly. ‘‘ But 
what’s the matter o’ Billy? ” 

‘¢ Nothin’,’’ returned Sis, shortly. ‘‘ He’s go- 
ing campin’ with us. We’ll leave the horse with 
you, then.’’ S 

‘¢ Goin’ campin’ with ye? ” repeated Adams in 
surprise. ‘‘ Thought he was too busy with his fly- 
in’ foolishness? ”’ 

‘¢ Oh, we’re going to take his machine along 
and fly it for him,’’ explained Zike. 

‘¢ Ye don’t reckon it’ll really fly, do ye? ” 

‘¢ Hard to tell, Mr. Adams! Like as not it will, 
though.’’ 

« Well, don’t go scroogin’ around in them 
swamps,” suggested the storekeeper. ‘‘ Folks 
tell queer stories ’bout people gettin’ lost or starv- 
in’ to death up there, jest kind o’ wanderin’ 
around! ”? 

“ I guess there’s no danger,” replied Sis. 
‘« We’re only after a good time and some fish.”’ 

‘ Dere’s been some ver’ bad muskwa, beeg 
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bear, up dere,’’ put in St. Pierre, his eyes resting 
on the two boys. ‘‘ She’s been ver’ bad to meet 
alone; better take de ol’ man Henry when you go 
for dese beeg feesh! ’’ 

‘* All right, thanks! ’’ laughed Zike as the boys 
left the store. 

‘ They seem to be very anxious about our wel- 
fare,’’ commented Sis as they walked up the road 
toward the Waldron house. ‘‘ But I suppose they 
don’t see many strangers up here except in the 
deer season. I guess they think that we aren’t 
able to take care of ourselves.’’ 

« Henry opened his eyes last night at that fire- 
stick! ’? chuckled Zike. ‘‘ Just wait till we get to 
camp. We’ll show him some real stunts! ’’ 

When they reached the farm they found the 
others just returned from the nearest neighbor’s 
and that all was ready for the start. Billy shut up 
the barn, closed the door of the house without 
locking it and picked up his knapsack. 

« Tts all right,” he explained; ‘‘ no thieves 
’round here. How are we goin’ to divide this 
load, Bob? ”’ 
= The day before, Bob had urged that e aero- 
plane be taken wholly apart. Now, in the shelter 
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of the porch, lay a pile of carefully wrapped 
bundles, representing all the machine save the en- 
gine and propellers, which had gone ahead the day 
before. 

‘‘Tt’s going to be a load for the bunch,” re- 
plied the patrol leader. ‘‘ That shaft and those 
braces — and the piano wire is pretty heavy, too.”’ 

« Do it Injun way,” suggested Billy, ‘‘ with a 
travois. We got an old one in the barn dad had 
for totin’ stuff in winter.”’ 

Billy promptly dashed off and returned with a 
long, stretcher-like frame, consisting of two 
twelve-foot poles four feet apart. The central 
space was covered with a rude thatching of raw- 
hide, allowing the ends to extend free as handles. 

‘ Good! ” cried Bob, ‘‘ I guess that’s all right, 
eh, Henry? ”? - 

The guide nodded silently, and in a few minutes 
a large part of the machine was securely packed 
on the travois. Zike and Rube took hold of the 
handles, originally intended to be lashed to a 
horse and Henry trudged off. 

The road gradually narrowed and before long 
became nothing more than a track. It was evi- 
dently an old logging road, unused for a long 
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time save by fishermen and campers from Wal- 
loon and, although the largest of the trees along 
it had been cut out, the woods were thicker and 
wilder than any the boys had ever seen before. 
Henry and Billy laughed at their surprised 
delight. 

“« Just wait till we get along a few miles,’’ 
said the latter. ‘‘ In lots of places the trees and 
brush’ll be too thick up there to get through. I 
ain’t never been very far in, but I’ve struck some 
mighty bad bits o°’ swamp and brush, when I’ve 
been huntin’.’’ 

Although Henry had stated that the river was 
only two miles distant, it seemed much farther 
to the boys, and the sun was well up when at last 
the path opened into an open glade leading down 
to a broad, sluggish river. 

« Hurrah! ’’ went up a general shout from the 
patrol as the travois was dropped at the water’s 
edge and the boys piled their haversacks and rifles 
neatly beside it. 

‘¢ Why, where are the canoes? ’’ exclaimed Bob, 
looking around in surprise. 

There was nothing in sight save bushes and 
low pines which enclosed the open space, and 
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beyond them a second growth of tamarack and 
spruce, mingled with red willow. Henry grin- 
ned and beckoned. Following the guide to the 
bushes, the scouts went in a hundred feet when 
Old Henry pushed apart a clump of small pines 
and revealed three seemingly unwieldy canoes 
of birch bark, painted in the Indian fashion, with 
high, upcurving ends. Beneath them lay the 
paddles. 

« Why don’t you use these? ’’ asked Zike in 
surprise, pointing to two neat factory-built canoes 
that lay bottom-up farther in among the bushes. 
Henry chuckled. 

« We got to carry weight, ain’t we? This here 

ex-cursion ain’t skylarkin’, an’ I ain’t goin’ to 
monkey with them things, no, sir! ’’ 
-| Most of the boys had done some canoeing before 
but never in such canoes as those that they now 
carried down to the water with considerable ap- 
prehension. Henry superintended the loading of 
the packages and haversacks, placing the engine 
in one canoe and dividing the remainder of the 
weight between the others. The boys were more 
than amazed to find that the frail-looking craft 
seemed able to carry the loads with ease. 
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“ They’re built for work,” explained Billy, 
“and we’ll have some tough work at the port- 
ages, too, or I’m mistaken! ”’ 

« Well, go to it, you chaps,’’ ordered Bob. 
‘‘'Time counts and we can’t waste it standin’ 
around. Mind your balance, now — don’t spill 
those bundles! ’’ 

Henry watched them closely as they gingerly 
climbed aboard. But once the boys found their 
balance and took up the paddles, he pushed off 
at once in the lead. 

‘t When do we get to the camp? ” called Bob 
as they started. 

“¢ Depends on you fellers,’’ called back Henry, 
meaningly. ‘‘If ye’re up to snuff we may git 
_ there ’bout sundown.’’ 

They paddled without incident for an hour when 
suddenly all noticed that the river ahead seemed 
dotted with rocks, was growing shallower and that 
there were curving ridges of foam lying in wait 
around a bend. 

‘¢ Thought you said there weren’t any rapids? ”’ 
cried Sis. The guide only grunted. 

“ Them ain’t rapids! No more’n a bit o’ 
foam. Hey, you paddlers! Jest foller this canoe, 
straight’s ye can! ”’ 
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The other two canoes closed up with an answer- 
ing shout and in a few minutes all were in the 
midst of a swirling mass of water that was sweep- 
ing them headlong through the spray. Inex- 
perienced as they were, however, the boys man- 
aged to keep their two canoes head-on and free 
from the rocks until they shot into the smooth 
water below. 

Long before noon, each boy’s shoulders were 
aching and all were thankful when the guide drove 
his canoe up beside a great spreading fir where, 
without disembarking and to save time they ate 
the cold lunch they carried. 

Barely had Henry finished his share when he 
seized his paddle and began to push out. 

« Oh, hold on!’’ groaned Rube, behind. 
“t Can’t we rest about five minutes, Henry? My 
arms’ll drop off! ”’ 

“ Thought ye was used to a little work,’’ 
Henry commented disgustedly, throwing down 
his paddle. Bob, Sis and Zike at once dropped 
theirs and the leader turned. 

« Here, you chaps,’’ he ordered, with a flush 
of chagrin, ‘‘ pick up them paddles and get to 
work! What d’you think this is? A  loafin’ 
trip??? 
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The journey was resumed amid the chuckles 
of Henry and Billy, both of whom were used to 
the work. The canoe containing Jim, Art, and 
Rube gradually fell behind. 

‘“ Say, Rube,’’ groaned Jim, seeing that they 
were losing ground, ‘‘ what’s the use o’ your 
being an inventor if you can’t help us out o’ 
this? Think up something, old man! ”’ 

Rube was silent for a moment. 

“ Well, there’s a good steady wind behind 
us,” he answered at last. ‘‘ If we could only 
rig up some kind o’ sail we’d be ahead of Old 
Henry in a minute.”’ 

« No mast,’’ objected Art, ‘* and nothing to 
step one with either.”’ 

The engine was in their boat and Jim sud- 
denly caught up the tarpaulin that covered it. 

‘<Take your double paddle, Rube, and fasten 
this to it! Here’s my staff—can’t we tie that 
across like a boom? ”’ 

Bob sent back a shout to hurry up, which 
Rube answered, and the three fell to work, let- 
ting the stream drift the canoe along. In a few 
minutes the other two canoes disappeared ahead 
but Rube followed Jim’s suggestion and with 
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the help of a few bits of string and wire rigged 
up a leg-of-mutton sail that promised to stand 
the strain. 

‘‘ Hold this up, Jim,’’ he ordered, passing the 
contrivance forward while he took up his paddle 
to steer. ‘‘ Now we’ll make those fellows watch 
our smoke! We’ll show ’em how to do things 
up proper! ’’ 

Show them they did, too, for with two paddles 
and the sail they speedily caught up with the 
others, who greeted them with a yell of laughter, 
and an irritating series of remarks on their ap- 
pearance. However, the sail was a success and 
carried them along very well indeed until the 
first portage was reached about three o’clock. 


CHAPTER VI 
A RED-HEADED ARGUMENT 


At the portage they met their first troubles 
for, disembarking apparently in the midst of 
the woods, Henry ordered them to take up as 
many of the packages as possible and follow him. 
Loading up with their haversacks, four scouts 
took the engine while the rest carried as much 
of the other freight as possible and all set off. 

There was a faint trail through the woods, 
which were heavy and thick, and for half a mile 
the party broke its way through bushes and scrub 
pine, over fallen logs and other obstacles. Al- 
though the change of work was a tremendous re- 
lief all were glad when a silver line showed 
ahead and they finally came out on the bank of 
a creek. 

« Here’s the crick,’? announced Henry, seat- 
ing himself and pulling out his corncob. ‘‘ Now 
ye can bring up the rest o’ the stuff.”’ 

The boys stared at each other but Bob mo- 
tioned for silence. He caught a twinkle in the 
guide’s eye. 
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‘¢Come along, fellows,” he said gaily as he 
turned to find the back trail. This did not prove 
so difficult and the scouts made another trip with 
the remainder of the luggage. 

‘“ Now git them canoes over here,’’ ordered 
Henry calmly. 

Here Billy’s experience was of great assist- 
ance, for he ordered that the canoes simply be 
turned over the carriers’ heads. They were not 
nearly so heavy as they had seemed and it was 
not such a hard task after all to transport them 
to the creek. 

An hour later the expedition came to the sec- 
ond portage, a shorter one this time, and then 
once more came the strain of paddling. Although 
the whole patrol was stiff and sore by this time, 
the scouts uttered no word of complaint and just 
at sunset the canoes glided into a quiet little lake, 
dotted with low islands. 

‘ Here we be,’’ exclaimed Henry, ‘‘ an’ I’m 
right willin’ to admit that ye ain’t done so bad, 
fer city boys! ” 

‘‘ Thanks,’’ laughed Zike. ‘* Where are we 
goin’ to land? ”’ 

“ Over yonder on that island with the big 
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pine,’’ nodded their guide amiably. ‘‘ This yere 
lake is ’bout three mile long and mebbe two 
wide. We’re on the Little Two Hearted now, 
with the big lake ’bout ten mile downstream.’’ 

“< Did you ever paddle out into the big lake? ’’ 
asked Sis. ‘‘ I suppose it ain’t very far over to 
the Canadian shore, is it? ’’ 

To their surprise Henry lost his amiability in- 
stantly and replied with only a grunt. A few 
moments later they drew up to the shore. 

‘ Hurrah! ’’ yelled Bob, as he leaped to the 
sandy beach and helped to draw up the canoe, 
‘¢ Three cheers for Camp Golden Eagle! ”’ 

The other two canoes, which had followed 
closely, poured out their loads of scouts and the 
three cheers startled echoes that answered them 
eerily. apie A iia 

All fell to work with a will at the unloading, 
after which the canoes were drawn up on the 
shore. They had landed on an open space about 
a hundred yards in length and some fifty yards 
wide; at one side was a tiny stream trickling 
into the lake. 

« Only spring on the islands,’’ grunted Beker, 
pointing to the overflow. ‘‘ Now, what are ye 
goin’ to do next? ” 
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« We’ll show you,’’ laughed Bob, issuing or- 
ders. Chuck and Jim, the cooks of the party, 
took charge of the haversacks while the rest van- 
ished in the bush. 

‘ Say, Boney,’’ asked Sis as they began cut- 
ting thick branches of fir and pine, ‘‘ did you 
get wise to the bow of our canoe? ’’ 

« No. Why? ”’ 

« Cause it has a scrap of eagle feather fas- 
tened through a slip of the bark — just like that 
on the door of Adams’ store.”’ 

The two boys returned with an armful of the 
fragrant branches without exchanging another 
word and began the erection of temporary shel- 

ters, while Henry attempted to conceal his grow- 
` ing admiration. They cut two forked sticks, 
about four feet in length, and planted them firmly 
in the ground six feet apart, laying another 
across the forks. A number of long branches 
were laid over this, sloping to the ground, while 
over them were placed pine and cedar branches. 
On the ground beneath the shelter thus formed 
was spread a thick layer of smaller pine boughs. 
Three of these shelters were constructed, while 
Chuck and Jim built a fire and cooked supper. 
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‘ Well, what do you think of ’em? ” laughed 
Sis. 

‘ Ain’t so bad,” the guide conceded, ‘‘ only I 
got you fellers beat a mile,’’ and, with a grin, he 
turned up one of the big canoes. ‘‘ Guess this’ll 
do fer me.’’ 

“« We’ll start a log shack in the mornin’,’’ 
announced Bob as they filled their plates with 
have it done by to-morrow night.’’ Henry 
seemed interested. 

“ Ever build one? ’’ 

« No,” replied Zike, confidently, ‘‘ but we’ll 
have it done by to-morrow night.” Henry 
grinned. 

‘¢ When do you reckon we’ll set up the ma- 
chine? ’’ asked Billy anxiously after the supper 
things were washed up and they were sitting 
around the fire. 

“ Oh, after a day or two,” replied Bob easily. 
« Wait till we’re settled and we get some gaso- 
line.’’ 

The boys were dog tired after their day’s pad- 
dling and it was not long before all were 
stretched in their blankets, three to a shelter. 
They were awake at the first streak of dawn, 
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eager to begin their work and become part of 
the wonderful wilderness around them. As soon 
as breakfast was over Henry shoved out a canoe, 
placed in it a parcel he had brought with him, 
and paddled off with the infermation that he 
would not be back till afternoon. The boys gazed 
after him with a puzzled look. 

« That’s a funny move! ’’ Sis said, telling the 
others about finding the feather in the bow of 
the canoe. ‘* According to Henry, there ain’t a 
camp or a settler within ten miles an’ yet there 
he goes without a bite o’ lunch — and that pack- 
age!” 

“ I’m beginning to think your detective work 
means somethin’, ? commented Bob, washing his 
plate vigorously in the sand. ‘‘ That feather 
business gets my goat! ’’ 

“ Let’s take a canoe and follow him,” sug- 
gested Art. But Zike shook his head. 

“ Nothin’ like that, old man. Mebbe it’s some 
private affair o° Henry’s. Anyway we’ve no 
business buttin’ in. Let’s get to work on the 
shack. .Aren’t goin’ to make it 0’ logs, are you? ”’ 

“ I don’t see why not,’ answered the leader. 
‘ There’s lots o’ small trees around here an’ if 
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we’re to stay three weeks we might as well be 
comfortable. Billy, take the big axe and start 
cuttin’ down some six-inch trees. You fellows 
come with me and we’ll spell Billy and trim the 
trees he chops. Sis, you bring in the logs and 
start buildin’.’’ 

‘“ How big is it goin’ to be? ’’ asked the latter. 
‘ Hadn’t we better have two small ones? They’ll 
be easier to make.’’ 

““Suit yourself,’’ replied Bob. ‘‘ But we'll 
have to hustle to make good. I want to put one 
over on Henry if we can.” 

When the guide returned about four o’clock 
the two small shacks were finished save for 
chinking and thatching. By evening each was 
thatched, the chinking being left until later. 

“« You fellers done purty good,’’ admitted 
Henry, after supper, ‘‘ even if yer cabins is 
‘hog-pen ’ finished. Likeliest bunch o’ city kids 
I ever see!” 

«t Much obliged,’’ grinned Bob, tenderly feel- 
ing his aching muscles. ‘‘ Better be careful, 
Henry, or you’ll have to hand out a few more 
kind words, an’ it might hurt you.’’ 

Henry looked at him suspiciously but at that 
moment Zike came up. 
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« We’ll go back to Walloon for some gas to- 
morrow,’’ said the latter to the guide. ‘‘ Does 
_that suit you, Henry? ’’ 

‘¢ Suit me? ’’ the guide repeated. ‘‘ Why, ain’t 
yer father payin’ me to suit you? Day to come 
and a day to go, though.”’ 

« Ain’t you laying it on pretty thick, Zike? ’’ 
groaned Jim Halloran, who had looked forward 
to a glorious rest after the stiff work of that 
first day. ‘‘ I’m so blamed sore I can’t wiggle 
my arms! ”’ 

Henry grinned unsympathetically. 

« We’ll have to work it off, Jim,” replied 
Zike although he, too, looked somewhat rueful. 
‘“ My back would feel pretty good against a few 
cushions right now but I’m anxious to get that 
hydro-aeroplane in shape.’’ 

‘¢ Well,’’ suggested Bob, ‘‘ I’ll get the chinkin’ 
done to-morrow an’ some o’ you boys can go 
out and bring in some fish. Mebbe we’ll all go,’’ 
he added, as a chorus of protests went up. 

Billy was grinning happily. 

‘ When we get the airship goin’,’’ he put in, 
“ we ll sail out over the lake, drop a line an’ 
pull out a muskie like the fellers did that found 
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the million dollars — them ‘ Boy Wonders,’ you 
know.’’ . 

‘“ Where? What was that?’’ inquired Red 
with assumed ignorance. 

‘“ Why, in the— ” Billy flushed. Then, evi- 
dently resolved to stand by his guns, he contin- 
ued: ‘‘ In ‘ Daring Deeds, or the Boy Wonders 
of The Whirlwind.’ ’’ He glanced around sheep- 
ishly. ‘‘ It’s kind o’ fancy reading, but them 
fellers pulled off some great stunts, just the 
same.’’ 

Red faced him for a moment and then rolled 
over with a shout. 

‘“<That’s great!’’ he cried, unmindful of the 
frowns of the other boys. ‘‘ Boy Wonders of the 
Whirlwind! Say, I move we change our name! 
That beats the Golden Eagles a city block!” 

Billy sprang to his feet, a flush covering his 
face. ; 

“TI ain’t going to be laughed at by no red- 
haired city boob,’’ he cried angrily advancing 
on Red. ‘‘ If ye don’t like what I read, shut up! ’’ 

Red also sprang up, his hot temper afire. 

« Why, you scarlet-headed jay — ”’ 

Biff! Red tumbled back, as the hard fist of 
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the thoroughly aroused Billy caught him in the 
chest. Bob dashed forward, as did the others, 
made a motion to interfere and then drew back. 

“ Let ’em go,” he cried, ‘‘ Red thinks he’s a 
boxer. Mebbe Billy’ll take the notion out o’ 
him.’’ 

The city boy, up on the instant with an angry 
laugh, assumed a scientific attitude and rushed 
at Billy, catching a left-hand swing on his arm 
and giving his opponent two swift jabs before 
he got away. Billy said nothing but his mouth 
closed grimly and he went for Red regardless of 
science. Taking his punishment gamely, he 
finally landed one terrific swing that knocked Red 
cleanly off his feet. 

« Hold on, Billy,’’ exclaimed Bob catching the 
-tenderfoot’s arm, ‘‘ that’s enough.’ 

At the same time others caught Red who was 
up and eager for more, asserting that he could 
lick the whole crowd. In a few minutes both 
combatants were calmed down and Red, regain- 
ing his temper as quickly as he had lost it, 
walked over to Billy who was nursing a damaged 
eye. 

‘‘T’m sorry, Billy,’’ he said as well as he could 
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with a puffed and rapidly swelling lip. ‘‘ I was 
wrong to laugh at you.” 

“ Pshaw,’’ Billy muttered with a feeble grin, 
“ I kind o’ guess you had somethin’ to laugh at. 
I’m sorry I started a row. Guess you’re some 
scrapper, ain’t you? ”’ 

“ T’ve taken lessons from Louis Koulis, the 
Greek lightweight,’? returned Red proudly. 
““Say, don’t you want me to give you some 
pointers? ’’ 

‘“ You bet! ’’ grinned Billy, ‘‘ as soon’s I can 
seel”? 

Henry, who had watched the struggle unmoved, 
gave a chuckle. 

*¢ You done purty good, kid,’’ he announced to 
Red, ‘to hold Billy down like that. Billy’s 
some fighter, he is. Last winter he licked the 
stuffin’ out’n St. Pierre, the ‘ breed’ !’’ 

« What? Tell us about it, Billy! ” urged Red. 

« Oh, it wasn’t much,” asserted the back- 
woods boy. ‘‘ St. Pierre, he said somethin’ about 
dad, so I sailed into him. I jest got kind o’ hot 
when the ‘ breed ’ called dad a— ’”’ f 

Henry suddenly cleared his throat and Billy, 
with a new flush, shut up like a clam. 
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“ Say, fellows,’’ whispered Sis when he and 
his cabin mates lay under their shelter later, ‘‘ I 
wonder what the half-breed called Billy’s father? 
Notice how Henry shut him up?’’ 
| “t Oh, dry up,’’ muttered Bob, sleepily. ‘‘ Give 
us a rest! ”’ 

“I got you,” answered Zike eagerly. ‘‘ It’s 
somethin’ to do with the lake, too, for Henry 
wouldn’t say a word after you asked him about 
the Canadian shore. Well, we’ll keep our eyes 
peeled while Henry’s gone, anyway.’’ 


CHAPTER VII 
THE BLAZED PINE 


Fish did not appear on the breakfast menu 
next morning, however, for the guide insisted on 
getting off at once after a hasty breakfast. Zike 
and Jim, although so stiff and sore that every, 
movement pained their muscles, accompanied 
him without a protest. Bob immediately set the 
rest to work on the shacks. There was no mud 
in sight on the island, so the two cabins were 
chinked with moss and chips which served well 
enough for the purpose. 

« Billy,” asked Rube, as they were washing 
the dishes at noon, ‘‘ how about getting a start 
on the machine? ”’ 

« Suits me fine,’? answered Billy, ‘‘long’s 
Bob don’t care.’’ . 

« Go as far as you like,” laughed the leader. 
‘<T’ve done all the work I’m going to do to-day 
and now I’m going fishin’.’’ 

“ Hurrah! ’? shouted Art, ‘‘ me too! ’’ 

« And I!” ‘“ And I!” added the others. 
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‘¢ Suit yourselves,” grinned Bob as he went 
for his line. ‘‘ How about you, Billy? Better 
chase along with the bunch! ’’ 

‘‘Me for the machine,’? answered Billy. 
« We’ll have her on her feet before night.’’ 

Three scouts departed in one canoe while two 
others took the other and in five minutes the two 
craft disappeared around the point. 

« Now, Rube,’’ exclaimed Billy, exuberantly, 
pulling a box from the pile, ‘‘ it’s up to us! ”’ 

‘¢ Where’s the diagram, old man? ”’ 

When this had been tacked on a board, ready 
for reference, the two boys began opening boxes 
and bundles, putting the material in order as 
fast as they took it out. The pontoons and body 
of the machine were loosely in place by sunset 
when they knocked off work for the day. 

‘Good! ’’ exclaimed Billy enthusiastically. 
“ That’s enough for to-day, I guess.”’ 

‘Here come the boys,’’? cried Rube. ‘* Let’s 
go down and see what they’ve got.’’ 

The first canoe had returned and Chuck was 
holding up a string that made Rube gasp. He 
was interrupted in his questions by a shout from 
Billy. 


At Eagle Camp 83 


“ Ho!” he yelled pointing at Sis, ‘‘ They fell 
in! Look at their boots and the inside of the 
canoe! ’’ 

“ Hello, that’s so!’’ cried Rube, joining in 
the laugh. ‘‘ How about it, Sis? ”’ 

The three fishermen grinned foolishly. 

‘t Chuck tipped us over when we landed that 
pike,’’ he admitted, ‘‘ just after starting. Boney 
was out of sight, so we built a fire and dried off. 
Say, it was funny, though! ”’ 

‘ Sis got the pike up to the side,’’ explained 
Red, between laughs, ‘‘ and Chuck tried to gaff 
it and couldn’t. Then he reached out after it 
and over we went. When we came up Chuck was 
hanging onto the fish and yellin’ for help! ”’ 

‘¢ Anyhow, you had to fish me out, you pikers! ”’ 
taunted Chuck, catching up the string of fish and 
making for the fire. In a few minutes Bob and 
Art came in with one little bass. 

« Cover up that stuff of yours to-night, Billy,’’ 
Bob said later, as they discussed the relative 
merits of pickerel, pike and bass; ‘‘ We’re goin’ 
out early in the mornin’.’’ 

‘‘ Where? ” asked Billy. 

« To have a look for that eagle’s nest,” an- 
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swered Bob. Billy eyed him with a peculiar look. 

‘¢ Why — ” began Billy; then he stopped sud- 
denly. Sis turned to him with a frown. 

“ Look here, Billy,’’ he said, slowly and ear- 
nestly, ‘‘there’s something about this eagle 
business that’s mighty funny, seems to me. 
That’s not the first time you’ve made a break. 
And there was that feather on Henry’s canoe. 
And on Jim Adams’ door. When Henry set off 
yesterday and I said it looked queer, you never 
said a word but you looked a whole lot. Now, 
what’s it all about, anyway? ’’ 

Billy flushed and Rube came to his relief. 

“ Īs it some private scheme or signal of 
Henry’s that you happen to know about? ”’ 

« Why, yes,” replied Billy with a nervous 
laugh, ‘‘ I reckon you might call it that. Yes, it 
is a private signal of Henry’s and some more of 
them fellers.’’ 

“ It’s nothing wrong, I suppose? ’’ asked Sis. 

‘ No,’’ answered Billy, hesitatingly, ‘‘ I reckon 
it ain’t wrong, since there ain’t no one in Wal- 
loon but knows about it. I can’t tell you what 
it is, though. Honest. fellers, I’m sorry, but — 
but — ”’ 
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‘t Never mind, Billy,’’ interrupted Bob. ‘‘ If 
it’s a private sign it’s none of our business, and 
I don’t intend to be pryin’ into what doesn’t 
concern us.”’ 

‘ That’s what I told Henry — ” began Billy, 
and then he paused awkwardly. ‘‘ You see, he 
kind o’ thought you fellers might be a pryin’ 
bunch, so I told him the other way around, ’cause 
I liked you right off.’’ 

‘* All right,” replied Bob, shortly. ‘‘ Closed 
subject, fellows.’’ 

Next morning the two canoes set out on their 
voyage of exploration. The lake they were on 
ran into another and larger one and the whole 
was a maze of small islands, like so many of the 
lakes in the north country. It had been hard for 
the boys to realize how a man could get lost on 
a small lake. Now they saw that it was as easy 
as getting lost in the woods. The two canoes 
separated, in order to explore more fully, after 
arranging to meet at noon. 

Sis, whose boat contained Rube, soon lost sight 
of the other canoe. Rube, who had a trolling 
line out, suddenly gave a yell. 

« Got one, fellows! Gosh, how he pulls! ”’ 
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“ Keep your balance,’’ warned Sis, but the 
advice was not needed. Just then something big 
and gleaming and splashing leaped from the 
water fifty yards behind. 

‘¢ Oh, a beauty! ’’ yelled Sis. ‘‘ Hang on! ”’ 

« What d’you think I’m doin’ — lettin’ go? ’”’ 
grunted Rube.: Inch by inch he reeled in, then 
came a sudden ‘‘ whir-r-r-’’ and the line ran out, 
almost to the last turn of the reel. 

Billy, who had headed the canoe about, gave 
a shout. 

“ It’s a muskie! Play him, Rube! ”’ 

And Rube played him, though he had never 
hooked a ‘‘ muskie’’ before. Again and again 
he reeled in the fish, only to lose his labor in an 
instant. Again and again the “ tiger of the un- 
salted seas ’’ leaped clear of the water, trying to 
shake the hook from his mouth. But Rube never 
allowed an inch of slack and finally Billy reached 
for the landing net. 

They could see the long, motionless body be- 
low them, still tugging, but tired out, and Billy 
put the net in the water without a ripple. An- 
other dash, and the fish was off; but it was a 
short escape, and a moment later Billy gave a 
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triumphant yell as he jerked the net up and into 
the canoe. 

‘‘ Seven pounder! ’’ he cried, but to the boys 
it looked more like fifteen. However, Billy 
proved to be right, and as the one fish would pro- 
vide their dinner, the trolling line was not put 
out again that morning. 

Slowly they paddled along, scanning the sky 
continually but with never a glimpse of the bird 
they sought. No sign of man appeared, and only 
the tapping of woodpeckers and the bark of a 
squirrel broke the stillness of the wild. An hour 
after they had caught the ‘‘ muskie ’’ and killed 
him by a sharp blow on the neck, they were pass- 
ing a small, rocky island, when Sis, in the stern, 
ordered the others to cease paddling. Gazing 
at him in wonder the others saw that he was 
looking hard at something on the shore. Had 
they been watching Billy they would have seen 
him give a little start. 

‘t Never mind, fellows,’’ ordered Sis quietly, 
at last, ‘ drive her along.’’ 

Art had seen nothing but Rube’s sharp eyes 
had observed what had caught the assistant 
leader’s eye,—a stout stake driven in the sand 
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just below a large rock, with a fragment of 
feather thrust into the split end. 

“« Do you know where we are, Billy? ” asked 
Rube, a little later. 

Billy shook his head. ‘‘ I’ve never been 
around here before. Dad used to say it wasn’t 
healthy for fellers — fellows — up here by them- 
selves.’ 

Sis and Rube obtained two bits of information 
out of that short speech. One was that Billy 
was taking notes on correct grammar, the other 
that he was giving them a hint, which both tab- 
ulated for future reference. Still no sign could 
they see of an eagle either in the air or among 
the wooded islands. Finally, about noon, Sis 
beached the canoe at the edge of a small island 
and the party disembarked for dinner. 

‘ One smoke or two?’’ asked Art after the 
big fish was cleaned. 

‘ One,” replied Sis. ‘‘ While you’re sendin’ 
it up and cookin’ the fish we’ll scatter out and 
watch for the reply signal. Billy, I suppose you 
don’t know the staff signals? ”’ 

‘ Don’t know any,’’ laughed Billy. Sis showed 
him where to find them in his Manual, after 


At Eagle Camp 89 


which the three scattered out and broke into the 
island. 

The underbrush was so thick that Rube could 
hardly break his way through at first, for he was 
on a low, swampy part, covered thickly with 
tough sumach. He soon gained the higher 
ground, however, where there was a heavy growth 
of pine, spruce and cedar. Here the going was 
easier. As he had but a limited view of the sky 
and there seemed no openings ahead he decided 
to climb a tree and see if there was an answer- 
ing smoke from Bob’s party. Selecting a big 
cedar he dropped his staff and climbed up to 
where he had an excellent view. 

The island was a small one but others were so 
thickly scattered over the lake that they seemed 
one continuous bit of land. No smoke could be 
seen anywhere, except Art’s thick smudge, and 
Rube was about to descend when he caught sight 
of something farther inland in another tree. 

Watching eagerly, he soon made out the figure 
of Sis. The other paused and looked around, as 
Rube had done. ‘Then, seeing the latter, Sis 
waved his hand and broke off a small branch. 
Rube, understanding his purpose, caught at a 
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dead twig and grasping it at each end held his 
hands above his head. This was the scout sig- 
nal for ‘‘ Nothing in sight.’’ 

Sis, however, did not repeat this signal. In- 
stead, he held up his stick horizontally and moved 
it up and down; after this he took out his hand- 
kerchief and flapped it, then held his empty hand 
high and waved it from side to side. Rube 
saluted and began to ‘descend. for. the three sig- 
nals said: 

« I have found something nere. Want to talk 
to you. Come.” 

Taking his bearings before reaching the ground, 
Rube found himself_out of sight of Sis entirely, 
but he pushed forward by compass and in ten 
minutes heard a shout, which he answered. He 
was soon standing by’ the side of Sis, whom he 
saluted. 

“ Rube, I want to show you something — but 
keep your head shut about it to all the fellows 
except Boney. Come over here.’’ 

Rube followed to a great pine near by and Sis 
pointed to the trunk. On it was an old, weather- 
beaten blaze bearing some marks. Going closer, 
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Rube could make out that they had once been 
black paint and were like this: 


campers’ sign? ” 

‘“ No campers ’round here,’’ replied Sis, know- 
ingly. ‘‘ Besides, campers don’t carry black 
paint. If you’ll notice that blaze, you’ll see that 
it’s well made and not deep enough for injury, 
either.”’ 

“ It’s easy to read,’’ declared Rube, ‘‘ ‘ Sep- 
tember 11th, dollar all right — ’ ?”’ 

‘‘¢ Dollars,’ more likely,’’? interposed Sis. 

‘¢¢ Dollars all right. October second marked.’ 
Yes, it’s easy enough to read but I can’t under- 


stand it.’’ 
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‘‘ Nor I,” answered Sis, with a shake of the 
head. ‘‘ But, Rube, I’ll bet it has something to 
do with that ‘ private signal ’ Billy told us about. 
Probably made last fall by its looks.’’ 

‘“ How do you know that? ”’ 

‘«T don’t — just guess it. Well, I’m going up 
again to see if Bob has answered.’’ 

He again climbed the tree a short distance, 
looked around and descended hurriedly. 

« Anything doin’? ’’ asked Rube. 

‘« You bet! Come on, Bob’s sending up two 
smokes. That means he’s in trouble. Art is 
still smoking away. So he probably saw it too.’’ 

Returning hurriedly through the undergrowth 
the two boys gained the shore and found Billy 
and Art getting the canoe ready. 


CHAPTER VIII 
THE Dragonfly LEAVES THE CHRYSALIS 


‘t See their signal? ’’ cried Sis. 

‘ Looked it up and ran back,’’ grinned Billy. 

The four immediately stamped out Art’s 
smudge and the fire he had had used for cooking. 

‘“ The fish is done,” said Art, regretfully. 
We’ll eat it on the way. Get the bearings of 
that signal? ”’ 

“Northeast by east,’ replied Sis, ‘‘ about 
half a mile away, I judged.’’ 

Hastily pushing off, they bent to their paddles, 
eating scraps of the baked ‘‘ muskie ’”’ and cold 
biscuits they had brought from camp. They 
needed no compass bearings, for the two smokes 
continued in plain sight, dying slowly away. 
Barely had they finished their hasty meal when 
they came in sight of the other party. To all 
appearance there was nothing wrong, for Boney 
and his companions were busily discussing the 
remains of a fish themselves, their canoe being 


drawn up near by. 
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« What’s wrong?’’ called Sis as the three 
arose and came down to the shore. 

‘« Come along and we’ll show you,’’ replied 
Bob, as they jumped out. He led them to his 
own canoe and exhibited a ragged tear in the 
prow. Sis whistled, 

« We ran on a deadhead,’’ explained Red, 
“ and just managed to reach here before getting 
a ducking. So we cooked a pickerel and called , 
you in.’’ 

« Pickerel! ’’ exclaimed Art scornfully. ‘‘ Why, 
we had muskellunge — ate it in a hurry, though, 
on the way over.’’ 

After telling of the battle with the gamy fish, 
the boys discussed what was best to be done. 

v ‘We might cut off a bit of birch bark and 
patch the canoe,’’ suggested Bob, ‘‘ only I don’t 
know what to fasten it with.’’ 

‘¢T’ve got you there,’’ chuckled the delighted 
Billy. ‘‘ Injun way is to use pine gum or spruce 
gum.” 

‘« Good for you!” cried Bob. ‘‘ Get after 
some of it, Billy, and we’ll find a strip of good 
bark.’’ 

‘* Be sure and don’t cut it down to the green,’’ 


At Eagle Camp 95 


admonished Billy. ‘‘ That’s the Injun way but 
it kills the tree.’’ 

In half an hour the damaged canoe was neatly 
repaired and made water-tight. As it would 
take an hour or two to dry the boys sat around 
and related their experiences. Bob’s party had 
caught a big pickerel, enough for the four; they 
had seen no signs of an eagle, however, and had 
seen nothing else of interest beyond the usual 
things of the woods. Sis said nothing of what 
he had found on the pine. 

After the seams were dry enough the two canoes 
put out and returned to camp by compass, ar- 
riving without mishap about four o’clock. An 
hour later Henry’s canoe came in, loaded deeply 
with cans of gasoline. 

Zike and Jim tumbled out wearily and poured 
forth the story of their trip while the other boys 
unloaded the gasoline. When Bob told of injur- 
ing the canoe, Henry snorted and shuffled over to 
look at the damage. The boys watched him 
covertly. 

‘« Ain’t so bad,” the guide commented dryly. 
Then Bob confessed that the repairs were due 
to Billy. Not until the scouts had retired to 
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their shelters, for the shacks were not yet ready 
for use, did Sis tell Zike and Bob of their two 
discoveries. 

Bob listened readily this time while Zike was 
too weary to care about anything. 

‘¢Hm!’’ said the leader when Sis finished, 
«it certainly looks funny. I think we’d all bet- 
ter keep our heads shut and our eyes wide open 
after this.’’ 

Early next morning Henry took three of the 
boys out fishing, and they brought back enough 
for breakfast. When the dishes were washed, 
the party moved into the shacks. 

‘¢ We ought to have some kind of covering for 
the machine,’’ suggested Zike, ‘‘ in case it rains. 
How about it, Boney? ”’ 

“The latter considered the idea thoughtfully 
and then pointed at two pines that stood at the 
edge of the clearing. 

‘ Are those far enough apart to let your ma- 
chine pass between them? ”’ 

Billy ran over and stepped it off, 

“ Just enough,’’ he reported, ‘‘ about fifty- 
seven feet.’’ 

‘¢'Then,’’ said Bob, ‘‘ clear out all the brush 
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between and cut the branches up as high as the 
machine will reach. When that’s done lash a 
sapling,— if you can find one long enough, and 
if you can’t, use some of that rope we brought — 
across two of the limbs that stretch back. If 
there are two trees near enough, use them.’’ 

“I get you,” interrupted Sis. ‘*‘ You mean 
to make a big thatched roof, don’t you? All 
right, I’ll ’tend to it.’’ 

Four scouts took their hand axes and went 
to work, while the others turned to the unpack- 
ing of the machine. 

‘ Zike,’’ said Bob, ‘‘I appoint you boss o’ 
this job. Go ahead with your orders.’’ 

Under the latter’s directions the planes were 
unboxed and put together, while Henry looked 
on with amused if somewhat skeptical interest. 
The struts, posts and connecting strips were 
wired and bolted, and by noon the skeleton planes 
were nearly ready. Sis meanwhile was making 
good headway with his ‘‘ hangar.’’ 

After a quick meal they resumed work and by 
sundown the body, planes, pontoons and landing 
wheels had been laid out ready for further con- 
nection. The whole party went to bed early that 
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night, all save Henry, who sat by the fire with 
his old corncob until late. In the morning he 
had again disappeared with one of the canoes. 

‘¢ Never mind,’’ commented Bob. ‘‘ Some o’ 
you kids chase along and be back in half an hour 
with some fish. I’m going out in the other canoe. 
We’ll leave Jim here to get the coffee ready.”’ 

Both canoes returned with a moderate supply 
of fish, of which the boys all thought they would 
never tire. When breakfast was over they fell 
to work again. This time Bob took charge of 
the work on the ‘‘ hangar.”’ 

By noon, under the directions of Zike and Rube, 
who had both made model aeroplanes before get- 
ting their aviator badges, the forty-two-foot 
planes were covered with the rubberized silk, 
which was all ready for attachment, and the ver- 
tical and horizontal rudders were also made 
ready. Bob announced that he had finished the 
‘‘hangar.’? This proved to be a good job al- 
though not waterproof, for it had been impos- 
sible to thatch so large a surface. 

The whole crowd turned in on the work in the 
afternoon, by which time Henry had returned, 
bringing two bass to explain his absence. Late 
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in the day the completed sections of the machine 
were put together, Zike consulting the diagram 
carefully before each new move. To Billy’s vast 
delight the hydro-aeroplane stood on its wheels 
that evening. 

‘ You fellers goin’ to spend all yer time on 
that contraption? ’’ inquired Henry that evening. 
‘“ Thought ye came up here fer sport.’’ 

“< Well, aren’t we having it, fellows? ’’ laughed 
Zike. 

‘ You bet! ’? answered some one. 

“ I ain’t. Say, what’d ye bring them guns an’ 
ca’tridges fer? ’’ Henry grunted. 

‘“ Oh, we thought we might need ’em,’’ an- 
swered Bob with a secret wink at Zike. ‘‘ There 
are lots of desperate characters up here — and 
we want to practice for marksmanship badges, 
too.”’ 

“« Thought ye come fer eagles.’’ 

« We did,’’ volunteered Sis, ‘‘ an’ just as soon 
as we get the Golden Eagle in the air we’re go- 
ing to find that nest! ’’ 

A murmur of approval greeted this name of 
the new aeroplane, but Billy protested. 

« That ain’t— that isn’t no name for it,” he 
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expostulated. ‘‘ We want somethin’ that lives 
in the water, too.’’ 

“ Right you are,’’ volunteered Chuck Grant. 
“ How’d the Dragonfly do? ’’ 

An approving smile passed around, and it was 
at once decided, to the intense satisfaction of 
Chuck, that the hydro-aeroplane should be chris- 
tened the ‘‘ Dragonfly.’’ 

« Want me to-morrer?’’ asked Henry later. 
“« If ye don’t, I’ll mosey along an’ do an er- 
rand fer Jim Adams.’’ 

« We won’t need you to-morrow nor next day,’’ 
replied Bob promptly. ‘‘ But, the morning after 
that, we’ll start on our real exploring trip.’’ 

Next morning Henry and a canoe were gone 
again. The work on the machine now progressed 
rapidly. The front rims of the planes were 
braced with piano wire, the movable tips and 
rudders were attached to the controlling stir- 
rups, lever and rudder guides, and by noon all 
seemed ready for the engine. 

This was a harder job, for even the scout ex- 
perts had only a_ theoretical knowledge of 
engines. But Billy came to their aid with a sur- 
prising store of information, and the box of en- 
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gine tools was quickly emptied. Finally the 
engine was adjusted on the bed, the ball-bearing 
propeller-arm put up and the shaft installed. 
Then the propellers themselves were attached, 
the chain-gearing put in place and the braces 
bolted on. There was high exultation in camp 
that evening as the Dragonfly was rolled up be- 
neath its ‘‘ hangar ’”’ for the night. 

‘¢ Qosh,” exclaimed the delighted Billy. ‘‘ It’s 
no wonder that job stumped me! When’ll we 
fly? 7 

“« Not right away,” laughed Zike. ‘‘ You see, 
Billy, we have to get the coils and fuel tank in 
to-morrow. Then there are the operator and pas- 
senger seats and the bracing wires that we 
haven’t already strung up.’’ 

“« We’ll get that done by to-morrow noon, I 
think,’’ ventured Billy. ‘‘ Then I want you fel- 
lows to take turns running her around this open 
space — just pulling her around and around.’’ 

A chorus of protesting groans went up but 
Zike quickly silenced them. 

‘¢ We can’t afford to take chances, fellows,’’ he 
said positively. ‘‘ Remember, Rube and I aren’t 
experienced aviators and we ’re liable to make 
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slips. Besides, I want to give all those bracin’ 
wires a chance to settle. We’ll leave her here 
while we take a day’s trip with Henry, then come 
back and tighten up everything, connect the pro- 
pellers an’ let her go.’’ 

The program went exactly as he had laid it 
out although the entire machine was not assem- 
bled to his satisfaction until nearly three o’clock. 
Then for an hour the Dragonfly was wheeled up 
and down and around the enclosure. After a 
rest it was given another hour’s run. Henry 
returned to camp just as they ‘‘ laid her up to 
settle,’’ as Zike put it. 

The guide contributed a seven-pound ‘‘ mus- 
kie ’? for supper, which proved very acceptable 
as the boys had been too busy to fish. 
© **Get your errand done? ’’ asked Bob when 
all were sitting about the fire after supper. The 
guide threw a noncommittal glance at him and 
grunted. 

« How’s yer flyin’ machine gettin’ on?” 

The boys explained that they would try it 
after they had taken a day’s excursion with him. 

« Well,’ he replied, ‘‘I hope ye’ll get done 
with that thing an’ git down to business. Yer 
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only wastin’ time foolin’ with it, while ye might 
be gettin’ yer money’s worth o’ fun out o’ the 
place.” 

“ Oh, we’re not doin’ any worryin’,’’ answered 
Rube gaily. ‘‘ Judge Worden only caught sight 
of the birds once but we want to find the nest 
and take some good snapshots. We’ve got two 
good weeks left to do it in — and maybe more if 
we need it.’’ . 

Henry leaned forward and shook his corncob 
out against his horny palm. 

“ T’Il tell you boys somethin’. If ye do find 
it, toat Mackinaw coat the jedge left there’ll 
proh’ly be there yit with the money all safe an’ 
sound. We ain’t no thieves up here, nohow. 
What we get we get honest, ’cordin’ to our lights. 
That plain to ye? ”’ 

« Why, of course, Henry,’’ replied Bob with 
a trace of embarrassment. ‘‘ Neither the judge 
nor we ever thought about it any other way, I 
know. All he wants out of it is some good pic- 
tures of the eagles’ nest an’ if we can, some pic- 
tures of the birds themselves. It ain’t goin’ to 
be any cinch, I guess, but we’ll get ’em.’’ 

“¢ Once I lamp that nest,’’ added Sis, ‘‘ I’ll get 
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some o’ the best pictures that ever were, believe 
me! ”’ 

‘Huh! ’’ grunted the guide. ‘‘ Any 0’ ye 
ever see one? ’’ 

As no one replied in the affirmative, after a 
look around Henry grunted again, picked up his 
blanket and stalked over to the shack that he 
occupied. 

‘‘ Well,” he called back, pausing at the low 
door, ‘‘I reckon ye’d better tote yer kodaks 
long to-morrer then.’’ 

“Why? ’’ asked Sis eagerly. 

‘« Cause I located that there nest to-day an’ 
we'll git to it ’long ’bout dinnertime,’’ replied 
the guide as he vanished. 


he 


CHAPTER IX 
SIS TAKES SOME PICTURES 


Early the next morning the patrol left camp 
in a whirl of excitement, eager to reach the goal 
of their search. To their surprise, Henry re- 
fused to answer a single question. 

‘ I didn’t touch nothin’,’’ the guide declared, 
‘so ye’ll see just what I seen. Now get them 
dishes washed an’ we’ll go.’’ 

Sis got out his camera, a box camera for 4x5 
plates, with ground glass, the only kind he would 
use. He declared plates were cheaper, easier to 
handle and that the ground glass could focus 
things better than any other kind. Art, who had 
a small folding film camera, jeered openly at Sis 
and his box, but as Sis had a merit badge for 
photographie work the other members bas strong 
faith in him. * 

Henry took Sis and Bob with him, the others 
dividing between the other two canoes. In and 
out they wound among the islands, Zike and Rube 
keeping careful watch of their compass, the only 
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one in the crowd. At last they found that they 
were bearing directly northwest. As they ad- 
vanced, each canoe put out a line and as soon as 
enough fish had been caught for dinner they put 
` on steam and hastened eagerly onward. Although 
the compass bearers kept track of the general di- 
‘rection the whole party was hopelessly lost when 
Henry finally turned toward a heavily wooded 
island. 

‘‘Ts this the place? ’’ inquired Bob. Henry 
nodded silently as he drove the canoe on the ` 
beach. 

It was nearly noon and it was decided to have 
dinner before proceeding farther. Although all 
kept a careful watch not a glimpse of an eagle 
had been caught. After dinner Henry took the 
trail and led the expedition into the thick brush. 
Through this they could barely break a path, so 
heavy was it. After half an hour the marchers 
reached higher ground and were led through a 
tangle of fallen and leaning spruce, fir and pine, 
till at length Henry stopped and pointed to a 
tall, slender tree directly ahead. 

_ ‘Thar she lies, boys,’’ he announced when the 
party had assembled about him. 
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“ But where are the eagles? ’’ asked Jim Hal- 
loran in surprise. The guide shook his head 
slowly. 

‘ I didn’t see none. Prob’ly that’s last year’s 
nest. But it’s the one the jedge found.”’ 

‘ I didn’t think it was so far from the beach, 
from what he said,’’ remarked Rube looking up 
at the towering tamarack. Henry seemed not to 
hear him. 

« Ye’ll have a fine job takin’ pictures o’ that 
nest! Goin’ to climb, are ye? ’’ were his only 
words. 

Sis announced that he was and Henry, with a 
sort of chuckle, led the scouts forward. Ina few 
minutes they came out into a little glade in the 
midst of which stood the tamarack. Instantly, 
exclamations of joy sounded from all. There be- 
fore them lay a half-rotted, shapeless bit of cloth 
that had once been a rough Mackinaw coat. 
Every boy sprang forward eagerly. 

Bob, as leader, took charge of the discovery 
and picked it up. It was Judge Worden’s outing 
coat without a doubt. Bob thrust his hand in 
turn into each pocket. In one was a mouldy, 
rotted pipe and a package of tobacco, in the other 
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a still mouldier but unrotted roll of papers, which 
were handed to Zike for safe-keeping. Then Bob 
gave a shout and drew forth a neatly-rolled bun- 
dle of currency. 

« It’s hardly moulded at all,’ he exclaimed, 
‘Must have been protected pretty well —it was 
in an inside: pocket.’’ 

“ Ts it all there? ’’ asked Red excitedly. 

‘‘ Five twenties and four one-hundred-dollar 
bills,’ Bob announced. Then he tied a handker- 
chief around the little roll and looked about. 
‘s Who’s to take charge o’ this? Do you want 
it, Zike? ’’ 

‘¢ You keep it, Boney! ”’ suggested several, and 
without more ado Bob thrust it into his pocket. 
All now turned their attention to the tree. 

~ ‘* There it is! ’’ cried Zike. ‘‘ See that bundle 
o°’ sticks up near the top? ”’ 

“ Is that it, Henry? ” asked Sis doubtfully. 

‘“T reckon it is,’ nodded the guide. ‘‘ Least- 
ways, it’s the only thing ’at looks like a nest. 
Goin’ to try it? ”’ 

‘« You bet!’ retorted Sis a little nettled at 
Henry’s skeptical attitude. 

« How?” asked Art, puzzled as were the 
others. 
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“ I’ll show you! ”’ Sis slung his camera about 
his neck and asked three scouts for their belts, 
which he strung together. Going to the tree, he 
tried them and called for one more belt. 

““ Oh, I see, you’re goin’ to try that South Sea 
dodge! ’’ observed Red. ‘‘ Think you can do it? ”’ 

““T’ve done it before,’’ answered the photog- 
rapher as he passed the string of belts around the 
tree and his own body and buckled the ends to- 
gether. ‘‘It’s mostly a knack anyway! See 
those feathers, boys? ”’ 

At the foot of the tree and sticking to the bark 
here and there could be seen a few fluffy feathers 
which the boys pounced upon. These were not 
large plumes but smaller quills. However, Henry 
announced that they were from an eagle. 

Pushing up the belt in front of him and leaning 
back on it Sis began a slow ascent, much to the 
astonishment of Henry. Several times he paused 
to examine the trunk but he did not reply to the 
shouts of encouragement. In a few minutes he 
reached the first branches, unbuckled the belt and 
hung it up carefully before going farther. 

Now he ascended rapidly and soon reached the 
nest, which he seemed to be examining with care. 
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Then he swung around his camera, opened it and 
after taking pictures at several angles began the 
descent. Puffing and red, he returned the belts 
to their owners, amid a fire of questions. 

“I got some dandy pictures,’’ he announced, 
although without much enthusiasm. ‘‘ The nest 
is built of sticks and is half full of feathers and 
. dirt. And it looked as if it hadn’t been used for 
quite a while. It wasn’t nothing wonderful to 
look at.’’ 

Henry, for some reason, had what seemed to be 
a satisfied air as he asked, ‘‘ Any more 0’ ye 
want to try it? ”’ 

As no one volunteered they took up the return. 
march to the canoes. 

« Well, that was rather commonplace,’’ com- 


~ © mented Rube laughing. <‘ I was a little disap- 


pointed at not finding the eagles! ”’ 

‘‘ There wasn’t a thing romantic about it,’’ 
complained Art, ‘‘ except when Bob pulled out 
the money! Why, he might ’a’ been picking up a 
stone on the beach. I thought there’d be more 
to it than that. And there we were looking for- 
ward to desperate combats with eagles, too! ”’ 


Sis balanced himself in his risky perch and pointed his camera 
at the eagles’ nest. 
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“ Going to develop to-night, Sis? ’’ asked Red 
as they reached the canoes. 

‘ I guess so,’’ replied the other shortly. Some- 
how, he seemed extremely uncommunicative and 
the boys gazed at him with a puzzled air. 

As they paddled briskly home Bob asked Old 
Henry the name of the lake. 

« Ain’t got none,” replied the guide. ‘ It’s 
mostly swamps ’round here an’ folks don’t come 
’less they’re on business, like the jedge. There’s 
sure good fishin’ here, though, an’ lots o’ trappin’ 
in winter.”’ 

« Where do those lumberjacks come from that 
we saw in Walloon? ”’ 

<“ Oh, Jim Adams? He’s got a shingle mill 
back o’ town a piece. An’ George St. Pierre, the 
breed’? He an’ five or six others have a camp 
oack there.’’ 

After threading their way for miles through the 
slands and half-swampy channels the party came 
nto the channel proper of the Little Two - 
tearted, for the lake was more like an extended 
wamp, and reached their camp before sunset.. 

That night Henry cautioned them against rat- 
lers, which he said abounded in the swamps 
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around the lake, and against wandering out alone 
in a canoe. 

‘¢ There ain’t no use in takin’ chances,’’ he ex- 
plained, ‘‘ an’ while I reckon you kids ain’t so 
lost in the woods as some folks is, I ain’t wantin’ 
the jedge to jump my frame fer losin’ one or two 
0’ ye”? 

« Oh, very well,’’ laughed Zike as he glanced 
toward the ‘ hangar.’ ‘‘ As soon as the Dragon- 
fly takes to flight we’ll guarantee to find anybody 
or anything.”’ 

Henry sat up suddenly. ‘‘ Look here, you fel- 
lers want to be mighty careful ’bout that thing! 
’Course, I don’t take much stock in yer talk, but 
if the durned thing should happen to fly by mis- 
take an’ land ye ’bout a mile away in the middle 
+0’ the swamp, we’d have a time findin’ ye. Say, 
how fast do ye cal’clate she’ll go? ’’ 

‘ Oh, about forty-five or fifty miles,” replied 
Rube. 

« What! In one day? ” 

‘¢ No— an hour,’’ added Zike with a sly smile. 

Henry gazed at him and gave a deep disgusted 
grunt. ‘‘ Say, prob’ly you think I don’t know 
nothin’! Why there ain’t hardly a train ’at could 
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make that time. So ye needn’t try to fill me up 
that way!” 

He settled back and filled his pipe while a smile 
ran around the group. Just then Sis hurried up 
from the shack where he had been developing. 

‘ How were they, Sis? Good? ’’ 

The boy shook his head in response to several 
similar queries. 

““No, guess I forgot about shooting against 
the sun. I don’t think they would satisfy 
Judge Worden, anyway. It was a pretty old 
nest.’ 

After a little while Sis rose and yawned but 
Bob caught a wink as the picture maker said, 
« Well, I’m tired. Comin’ along, Bob? ”’ 

In a few minutes the boys had assembled in 
the shacks for the night, all save Henry, who re- 
mained by the fire as was his custom. 

When Bob’s shack companions were together 
the leader sent over to the other shack for its occu- 
pants. These boys, not without some surprise, 
brought over their blankets. Bob ordered them to 
sit down at once. i 

‘ Now, Sis,’’ he began, ‘‘ what’s on your mind? 
Let’s see those pictures. I know well enough you 
were only stalling.’’ 
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‘t Never mind the pictures now, fellows,’’ - 
laughed Sis. ‘‘ They were all right but I didn’t | 
want Henry to see them. In the first place, what- 
did you think of that eagles’ nest, Bob? ”’ 

‘« Why,” replied the leader slowly, ‘‘ I don’t 
know. I thought we were mighty lucky. That’s 
all.” 

‘ Yes, I guess we were,’’ agreed several. They 
could not see Sis smile in the dark. 

‘ Ever see or hear of an eagle climbin’ to its 
nest with irons? ”’ 

The scouts sat silent a moment. 

« Well, get rid of it,” exclaimed Rube at last. 
« What’s the joke? I’ll bite.’’ 

‘« Here’s the joke then. When I was goin’ up 
that big pine I saw the marks of regular climbin’ 
irons. The holes had been smoothed over pretty 
well but I saw what they were. When I got up 
to the nest it looked mighty natural and I took 
some dandy pictures. Just as I was comin’ down 
I saw one or two grains o°’ smokin’ tobacco lyin’ 
in the crotch of a forked limb. You all know how 
long a bit of tobacco would remain there. That 
led me to look at. the iron-marks again and I saw 
that some one had been up that tree the day before 
we got there.”’ 
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‘* Hold on! ” he cried as Bob started to speak. 
‘*T’ve got some more. When I developed those 
plates — taken close up, remember — I saw some- 
thin’ I hadn’t noticed before. The sticks that 
made the nest were old ones, all right, but on 
the end of several there were smooth marks made 
by a knife or hatchet.’’ 

‘“Then you think — ’’ persisted Bob, but Sis 
interrupted. 

‘it’s a plant!’ 

« Now, Sis,” declared Bob slowly, ‘‘ I ’ll ad- 
mit it looks funny. But, getting down to cases, 
what reason would Henry or anyone else have for 
goin’ to all that bother? Why would they put 
a coat with money in it where they did? Why 
would they scatter eagle feathers ’round that 
way? Why would Henry steer us there? ” 

‘‘Don’t you see?’’ continued Sis excitedly. 
‘“ He might do it in order to keep us from look- 
ing for the real eagle’s nest. How’s that! ”’ 

‘< But if there was anything wrong or crooked,”’ 
objected Rube thoughtfully, ‘‘ they wouldn’t 
overlook five hundred dollars like that!’ + 

“I don’t know,” put in Zike. ‘‘ Remember 
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how careful Henry was to tell us that people 
around here were honest. Remember? ’’ 

Bob began to get excited too. ‘‘ Maybe you’re 
right, Sis! If they deliberately gave us that five 
hundred it means they’ve more than that to gain 
by misleading us! And if that’s the case — ’’ 

‘ Tf that’s the case,’’ added Rube, ‘‘ we’re up 
against somethin’ good-sized.’’ 

« And we’ll have to go slow,’’ concluded Bob. 
“ But Billy told us that this was some private 
business between Henry and the others. How 
about that? ’’ 

« Search me,’’ WEN Sis. “But I'l bet 
it’s somethin’ pretty blamed private to make 
Henry take all that trouble to throw us off! ”’ 

“ We’ll have the Dragonfly out to-morrow,’’ 
declared Zike, ‘‘ and then — ”’ 

At that moment the form of Henry darkened 
the door and the boys broke off their conversa- 
tion in pretended sleep. 


CHAPTER X 
THE DIVE OF THE Dragonfly 


Their guide was on the lake the next morning 
before the scouts were up, and returned with a 
mess of perch as a welcome change from pickerel 
and bass, of which the boys were tiring a Little. 
Art rolled up his sleeves and made some biscuits. 
After breakfast, with a cheer they hauled out the 
Dragonfly. 

The scout aviators went over her carefully, 
assisted by Billy of course, tightening up and 
making sure they had neglected nothing. 

« Well, she looks all right,’’ declared Zike at 
last, stepping back. 

‘Shall I take a whirl at the engine? ’’ asked 
Billy. 

Zike nodded. The engine had been completely 
installed even to the gauges. The shaft had not 
yet been connected, as the young aviators wanted 
to try out the engine first. Billy turned on the 

gasoline and threw over the flywheel. The spark 
came strongly and an explosion followed that 
117 


118 The Boy Scouts of the Aw’ 


made the boys jump. Then the big eight-cylinder 
motor whirred into a smooth roar that awoke the 
island echoes. 

‘¢ Shut her off, Billy,’’ ordered Zike. As this 
was done the motor died away. 

“« Ain’t she a beaut?’’ yelled the delighted 
owner dancing around. 

‘« Nothing wrong with the engine, anyway,”’ 
answered Rube with a sigh of relief. 

‘¢ Say,” asked Henry, not venturing to ap- 
proach the winged machine, ‘‘ ain’t she liable to 
explode? Gosh, that noise was awful! ”’ 

‘¢ No, she’s all right,” laughed Zike. ‘‘ Want 
to take a ride? ”’ 

‘* No, thanks,’’ snapped Henry backing away. 

« Going up, Zike?’’ asked some one. ‘The 
scout aviator nodded, pale but determined not 
to show his nervousness. 

The propeller shaft was now connected, the 
seats put in place and all was ready. 

“ Going up with me, Billy? ’’ asked Zike, mois- 
tening his lips. 

‘“ I— I should say so! ’’ answered the latter. 
He, too, had been awed by the roar of the engine 
and now that the decisive moment was at hand, 


—— 
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felt some hesitation. But the Dragonfly looked so 
substantial standing in the sunlight that the 
thought of danger was soon put aside. 

‘* Remember,’’ Zike cautioned Billy as they at 
last took their places, ‘‘ not a movement. It’s 
like riding a bicycle; you have to get your balance 
and then you’re all right. Hang on to her, 
fellows, and let go when I yell! ”’ 

The rubber-tired wheels were fitted with brakes 
controlled by the operator. As the boys took hold 
of the machine and braced themselves Zike ap- 
plied the brakes and started the engine. He was 
not sure the boys could hold the car, and was tak- 
ing no chances. The motor broke into a crash, ° 
the propellers began to spin and the whole ma- 
chine quivered. Then the blades seemed to leap 
forward and Zike, the brakes still on, yelled: 

“ Let go!” 

The boys sprang away, tumbling over each 
other in their haste, but still the roaring, quiver- 
ing machine stood motionless. Then pointing 
the elevator up Zike released the brakes. 

To the boys in the machine it seemed as if the 
island shore leaped at them. They caught their 
breath and then, suddenly, the lake fell away. 
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They were twenty feet above the water and even 
through the roar of the motor the boys heard a 
faint cheer behind them. 

As Zike recalled all he had ever studied about 
a flying machine, his momentary fright was gone. 
He eased the elevating rudder slightly and began 
a cautious circle. When they saw the camp di- 
rectly before them, Zike still circled, staying over 
the water till he was opposite the camp again and 
heading across it. Then came a yell from Billy. 
He heard a sharp “‘ ping-ping-ping,’’ and shut off 
the engine instantly as the lake darted up again. 
For one sickening instant Zike thought they were 
gone but he bore on the rudder lever instinctively 
and they lit on the surface of the water with 
hardly a splash. 

‘¢ What’s the matter, Billy? ’’ whispered Zike 
hoarsely, his face showing pale through its streaks 
of grease. 

‘ Them wires broke,” panted Waldron point- 
ing to three of the bracing-wires that dangled 
loosely beside them. 

Zike, without a word, threw on the power. As 
the propellers gained speed the Dragonfly began 
to move through the water high and dry on her 
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pontoons. It was not Zike’s intention to rise, so 
he held the elevator and rudder level as he turned 
slowly around and headed back to camp. A 
hundred yards from the shore he stopped. The 
boys had piled into the canoes and a moment 
later they were alongside, pale and scared. 

‘ By cracky,” cried Bob relieved at seeing the 
aviators unhurt. ‘‘ We thought you were goners, 
all right! What’s wrong? ” 

The two aviators carefully rolled into the near- 
est canoe and the Dragonfly was towed back to 
the beach. 

‘Something mighty funny,’’ replied Zike at 
last. ‘‘ Three of those braces broke.’’ 

« You made a dandy drop, anyway! ”’ exclaimed 
Rube as all drew the machine on the sand. ‘‘ She 
lit like a duck! ”’ 

“ That so? ” laughed Zike nervously. ‘‘ I was 
too scared to see.’’ 

« Seared? ’’ added Billy, ‘‘ I’ll bet my fingers 
left dents in that rod I was holding to! ”’ 

Rube held up the end of a wire with a look 
around for Henry, who had vanished. 

“ Here it is, boys,” he said significantly. ‘‘I 
thought it’d be funny if piano wire’d break like 
that! ” 
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The boys crowded around examining the ends of 
the wire. It was seen that they had been partly 
cut with a file. At that instant Henry sauntered 
toward the group with a grin. 

« She didn’t fly so blamed fur, did she? ”’ 

Sis turned, his cheeks flaming with anger. 

‘ No, thanks to some one! Some one did us a 
smart trick. Or, mebbe this is some more o’ 
that — ’’ 

Bob checked him instantly. 

“ Look here, Henry,’’ Bob said showing the 
guide the wire. ‘‘ This has been cut. Do you 
know anything about it? ”’ 

The guide looked at the speaker hard before 
answering. When he finally did so there was a 
note in his voice that calmed the scouts’ anger 
von the instant. 

«I ain’t so young as I was but I reckon I 
could—’’ ‘Then he paused and turned to 
Bob. ‘‘ No, I don’t know nothin’ ’bout it. If ye 
knowed me better ye’d never think Henry McCon- 
nell done a measly, low-down trick like that! ”’ 

‘‘T. believe you, Henry,” replied Sis, ‘‘ only 
you’ve made so much fun of us that I thought — ”’ 

‘ Don’t say nothin’ more,’’ interrupted Henry. 
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“* An honest ’pology squares any scrap, I reckon. 
Now see here, you fellers; I ain’t seen nobody 
’round here but then I ain’t been lookin’ fer no 
one. S’pose ye scatter ’round the island an’ have 
a look? ”’ 

‘ Can you fix up those wires? ’’ asked Bob turn- 
ing to Zike. 

“ Billy has some extra stuff an’ we can do it 
in half an hour, I think. » Go an’ have a look, but 
leave Rube and Billy , tere: 2 

This was done, Henry leading in the search. 
The three aviators began the work of repairing at 
once and in an hour the damage had been repaired 
to Zike’s satisfaction. About this time Henry and 
Bob returned, followed by most of the other boys. 
As Bob passed the ‘‘ hangar ’’ he gave an ex- 
clamation and rushed to the gasoline cans. Hach 
one had been tipped up and emptied! 

At Bob’s shout Henry also turned back and the 
aviators ran up, followed by all the party save 
Sis, who had not yet come back. Before Henry 
could interpose, the excited boys had trampled all 
about the cans, destroying whatever tracks there 
might have been. 

« Ye plumb idiots,’’ cried the guide wrathfully, 
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“ where’s yer brains? Now ye’ve been an’ killed 
all. the’ chance, we had ‘less some o’ ye found 
somethin’,! ”’ 

‘All shook ‘their heads, for not a sign of a 
‘stranger had been found either in the woods or on 
the" shore,.and after saving a gallon or two of 
gasoline , that had not yet run from the cans all 
turned again to the Dragonfly. 

“‘You'won’t go up again, Zike, will you? ”’ 
asked Bob in a concerned voice. 

‘You bet I will! ” replied the boy setting his 
square jaw angrily. ‘‘ I’m going up and I’m go- 
ing to circle back over the island and see what I 
can! Hey, Rube, want to go with me? There are 
two seats. She’ll carry double.’’ 

_.. As Rube was not only willing but eager, the 
three took their places with Zike at the levers. 

‘t Never mind holdin’ her, kids,’’ he ordered; 
« the brakes are all she needs.”’ 

Once more the explosion of the motor changed 
to a crashing roar, tense and musical. Then the 
brakes were released and the Dragonfly sped 
away. This time Zike had no fear and Billy even 
gave a shout of joy as they shot skyward. The 
boy at the levers did not stop at fifty feet, but 
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in a wide circle kept the planes raised until the 
car was two hundred feet above the lake. Then he 
lowered the elevator and looked about. 

“ How’d you like it, Rube? ’’’ 

“ Fine! There’s the camp, over to the left.” 

Slowly and carefully Zike guided the aeroplane, 
for he was not sure enough of himself and the ma- 
chine to take chances. ; Below them the lake and 
islands shone in the afternoon sun like a bit of 
green velvet threaded with silver. Soon they 
were above the camp. 

“ Keep a sharp watch for anyone,” called out 
Zike, heading across the island. 

But although they completely circled the island 
no one was in sight. 

« Try starting from the water,’’ suggested Billy 
enthusiastically. When they arrived in front of 
the camp again Zike lowered the elevator and in 
a great circle the Dragonfly swooped down, amid 
yells of applause from those on shore. 

Under Zike’s careful guidance she lit on the 
surface of the lake with scarcely a ripple. Then 
the rudders were raised, the engine was started 
and after ploughing a short distance she lifted 
gradually and left the water. Another circle and 
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Zike, fearing that the gasoline would give out, 
headed back to camp and landed like a feather in 
the open space just in front of the ‘‘ hangar.” 

“« How’s that? ” he exclaimed triumphantly to 
the shouting crowd. 

Henry gazed at them in wonder when they re- 
turned to the shacks. 

“ Say,” he gasped finally, ‘‘ I’d like to have a 
ride in that blamed thing some day? ’’ 

‘¢ Sure! ’’ said Rube. ‘‘ We’ll have to go back 
for more gasoline to-morrow, though! ”’ 

Everyone volunteered at once and Bob finally 
announced that he and Red and Henry would go 
this time. 

At supper it was finally noticed that Sis was not 


. 4; yet back. 


« Wasn’t he with you, Bob?’’ asked Zike 
anxiously. The leader shook his head. 

““No. We started out together but Henry and 
I struck off into the woods and Sis went toward 
the shore.”’ 

Bob noticed that Billy was looking anxiously at 
Henry and that the guide seemed uneasy. 

« Well, fellows,’’ Bob announced springing up, 
“it’s not dark yet. Let’s get busy. Henry, you 
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take some of the boys around one way and the 
others come with me. We’ll circle the island and 
meet on the other side. Hurry along now! ’’ 

As there was no smoke signal in sight this was 
plainly the only thing to do. Bob and four brother 
scouts started down the beach looking for tracks, 
while Henry and the others went in the other di- 
rection. When it had become so dark that they 
could hardly see, Bob’s party met Henry’s on the 
opposite side of the island. 

‘t Nothin’ doing,” announced Bob anxiously. 
Then he saw Henry examining something. 

« What is it, Henry? ” he called but mindful 
of their recent experience he kept the boys back. 

The guide lit a match, held it to the sand and 
beckoned Bob forward. 

There, showing plainly, were the tracks of two 
men coming from the bush across the sand; one 
irregular hole apparently the bow of a boat or 
canoe and a deep heel-print. That was all. 

‘¢ Two men have been here,’’ said Bob, ‘‘ and 
they got into a canoe.”’ 

Henry nodded. 

‘¢ Funny we didn’t see a canoe when we were 
here,’’ commented Zike. 
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‘¢ I reckon they laid low,’’ replied Henry grimly. 
‘¢T’ll go git ’em in the morning. Sis ain’t come 
to no harm, I guess.”’ 

And this was all they could extract from the old 


guide. 


CHAPTER XT. 
ZIKE GROWS DETERMINED 


When the boys arose next morning Henry was 
gone. But while breakfast was being prepared 
the guide returned with Sis in his canoe. As the 
craft grounded, a dozen hands seized Sis and 
pulled him out with eager queries. Sis looked at 
Bob, saluted, and said: 

“ I beg to report for duty, sir.’’ 

“« Where have you been? ”’ 

“ T passed my word to tell nothing.’’ 

Sis was evidently in earnest and, as he seemed 
to be unharmed, to everyone’s surprise Bob 
dropped the subject with no further inquiry. A 
little later Bob motioned to Red and they stepped 
into the canoe with the empty gasoline cans and 
were soon out of sight. Sis of course took charge 
of the camp. 

‘t Now look here,’’ began Zike at once as they 
returned to the shacks, ‘‘ is this straight goods, 
Sis? ’’ 

“ Honest, fellows,’’ replied the assistant leader, 
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« all I can tell is that I only got back on condition 
that I wouldn’t say a word to a soul about what 
took place. And at that Henry had a tough job 
gettin’ me away. I’ll tell you this, however: keep 
your eyes open and you’ll run up against some- 
thing worth. while.”’ 

While Sis went back to the lake to wash, the 
others gazed at him in wonder. 

‘* Look here, boys!’’? remarked Rube. ‘‘ You 
noticed that Sis intimated he was held prisoner? 
That’s goin’ some! ”’ 

All stood in silence till Billy spoke up. 

« You fellers—you fellows—think I know 
about this thing. I’ll tell the honest truth. I 
don’t. I got a mighty good suspicion, just as I 


__ Said everyone in Walloon has. But what I know 


~ don’t amount to shucks. Anyway, they all tell me 
if you go ’round looking for trouble you’ll find 
w 

‘ Thanks, Billy,’? spoke up Zike, ‘‘ I know you 
mean it as good advice. But after that eagles’- 
nest fake — ”’ 

‘ What! ’’ A surprised yell went up from the 
boys, Billy included, and the whole story came out. 
When Sis had explained all, he brought his devel- 
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oped plates and showed them the plain marks on 
the sticks. Even Billy had to admit that all had 
been fooled. 

‘“ Jim,’’ ordered Sis suddenly, ‘‘ go and stand 
guard over that machine. Take your rifle and if 
you see anybody skulking around — shoot! ’’ 

Jim saluted without a word and the others 
showed a new concern. Was such an order as this 
necessary? Sis nodded affirmatively to the inquir- 
ing looks. 

‘‘ Yes, we’re goin’ to stand watch after this. 
And remember, don’t go out alone. Now who 
wants to go fishing with me? ’’ 

Art and Chuck at once volunteered and, after 
telling Jim that he would be relieved in an hour, 
the three took a canoe and set out. When they 
had left, the other boys put their heads together. 

« Now, Billy,’’ said Zike, ‘‘ go and see how 
much gas there is in the tank on the machine. 
Jim, you’ll still have to stand on watch while 
we’re gone.’’ 

‘¢ What! Are you going up again? ’’ cried Rube 
delightedly. 

‘¢T think so. How much, Billy? ”’ 

“¢ Why it’s ’most full! ’’ was the curious reply. 
Zike laughed. 
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“ Last night I poured in what was left in the 
cans but couldn’t measure it.’’ 

Billy gave a renewed shout of joy over the fact 
that they were to take another trip and all ran to 
the ‘‘ hangar.”’ 

‘¢ Wish I was going,’’ remarked Jim. ‘‘ When 
are you going to take us all up, Zike? ’’ 

« Just as soon as we get plenty of gas,’’ an- 
swered Zike. ‘‘ This time Billy is going to steer 
his own machine.’’ 

Making sure that Billy understood every detail 
of the working of the elevator and rudders Zike 
and Rube took the passengers’ seats, the engine 
was started and the Dragonfly soared. Jim was 
left with instructions to send up a smudge to guide 
them back. Smoothly and steadily the aeroplane 
‘climbed up over the islands and lake and Zike was 
surprised at the aptness of his pupil, for Billy held 
them in a great circle as they rose. 

“« I can run her all right,’’ announced Waldron 
with a happy grin. ‘‘ It was puttin’ her together 
that stumped me! ”’ 

Then Billy began experimenting with the engine. 
As a result they took a straight drop of fifty feet 
before speed was regained. Billy’s face easily be- 
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trayed his fright, as did the blanched faces of Zike 
and Rube. Not one, however, said anything. Far 
behind them now the little smudge of Jim’s rose 
in the air. Suddenly Rube caught Zike’s arm. 

‘ See that smoke over to the right? ’’ he asked 
excitedly. 

The other boys could see a faint shimmer of 
smoke, blue and vapory, rising among the trees 
and Billy at once turned the Dragonfly toward it. 
They were now three hundred feet in the air and 
feeling the breeze a little. 

As they swiftly approached the smoke something 
sounded faintly below and for an instant a sharp, 
high note blended with the song of the motor. 
Billy swung the Dragonfly about so quickly that 
Zike gave a frightened cry. 

‘““Go easy, Billy! Be careful! What’s the 
matter? ’’ 

« When we get shot at it’s a mighty good sign 
to keep away! ” answered Billy promptly. 

‘« Shot! ”? echoed Rube and Zike. ‘‘ Was that 
little noise a bullet? ”’ 

« Motor drowned out the shot,’’ went on Billy. 
‘¢T ain’t takin’ no chances; leastwise not yet. 
Which way is that smoke from our smudge? ”’ 
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‘« Nearly northeast,’’ explained Zike. ‘‘ Can’t 
see anybody movin’ ’round, though! When Bob 
gets back with the gas,’’ went on Zike, ‘‘ we’ll 
go up about two thousand feet and sail all over 
that place! I wonder if some one did shoot at 
us? $? 3 
“ I ain’t wonderin’,’’ Sear Billy, ‘‘ I know! 
Say! Look ’way over to our left beyond where 
that shot come from! ”’ 

“ I think I see somethin’ there,’’ said Rube, 
« looks like a bird. And it ain’t so very far 
from that fire either! ’’ A 

«í: No, it’s close to the smoke — - now it’s gone,’’ 
exclaimed Zike. pL 

« There’s your eagle T A ”? cried Billy. 
‘Say, Rube, I’m goin’ to drop down into the 
Jake. You take a aol at hor and bring us 
home! ”’ Swen Ae 

With this Billy recklessly shut oft his engine, 
tilted his elevator slightly and while the others 
sat in frightened suspense the Dragonfly volplaned 
to the water. 

“ There! Wasn’t that great? ’’ chuckled Billy 
as they rested at last on the surface of the quiet 
lake. ‘‘ Didn’t she slide down just like a gull 
after a fish? ” 


At Eagle Camp 135 


‘* No more o’ that, Billy! ’’ protested Zike nerv- 
ously. ‘‘ When you want to do that, do it when 
you’re alone. Rube, you take her back.”’ 

‘“ Just a minute,’’ broke in Billy, ‘‘ I want to 
show you fellers somethin’! Look at that right 
plane.’’ 

A flush overspread Zike’s face when he saw a 
small, round hole in the silk. A little muscle in 
his cheeks played in and out. With a glance at 
the gasoline gauge he motioned to Billy. 

‘t Change seats with me,’’ he ordered while he 
took the unloaded automatic from his holster, 
slipped in a magazine and handed it to Rube who 
recognized the danger signals in Zike’s face. 
Billy was about to speak but Rube motioned him 
to be silent as Zike took the aviator’s seat and 
started the motor. 

Once more the lake and islands dropped away 
beneath them. Then Zike turned on the full 
power of the motor, climbing in a great spiral 
up and up. Finally a cry and a shot sounded far 
below and Rube shouted that Sis’s canoe was 
just underneath. Zike, his face set, paid no heed 
and Billy gazed at him with new awe, for Zike’s 
face was not pretty to look at just then. 
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To tell the truth Zike was boiling mad at hav- 
ing been nearly hit in so unprovoked a manner. 
Up and up the Dragonfly climbed steadily until 
the wind swept by them in a cold, chilling rush. 
But not a sound was heard save the drone of the 
motor. 

Rube and Billy gazing down with a thrill cared 
little for the cold. Suddenly the incensed opera- 
tor shifted his levers and the Dragonfly darted 
in a straight line for the faint blue smoke now far 
below. For the first time since rising Zike spoke. 

‘ Tf they let off another gun at us, Rube, give 
’em all ten shots.’’ 

Rube, resolved to do nothing of the kind, nodded 
and on they swept at full speed. So fast were they 
going that Zike’s words were barely audible. A 
‘moment more and they were above the smoke and 
all looked down. 

Zike gave a little gasp when he realized their 
terrific height, nearly eighteen hundred feet. A 
tiny black dot was standing beside the vague blue 
smoke and as they looked a dim spurt of flame 
darted up. But the bullet, if directed at them, 
went wide. 

Rube glanced at Zike but evidently the latter 
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had repented his hasty order, for he shook his 
head slightly. As the dot below passed astern 
he swung his lever. Instantly the Dragonfly re- 
sponded in a new sweep, leaving the trickle of 
smoke to the left where all three saw it plainly 
enough. 

The black spot had disappeared now but as they 
looked, the boys saw a speck dart upward, straight 
at them. It was a golden eagle! 

‘Hurrah! ’’ shouted Rube. ‘‘ That’s where 
the eagles are!” 

Up soared the great bird toward them until, 
catching the hum of the motor, it darted swiftly 
to the north. Instantly Zike swung in pursuit 
but this was hopeless. The eagle was soon lost 
to sight. 

Zike was about to turn again when, looking 
ahead, he saw something white glistening far be- 
neath on the shore line of the open lake. On an 
impulse Zike headed for it, after a look at the 
gauge, and all saw plainly that a small sailboat 
lay beneath them. 

‘¢ Turn back! ” Billy shouted. ‘‘ Turn back! ”’ 

Zike obeyed promptly. Curving gracefully, the 
Dragonfly dropped slowly until she was not more 
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than a hundred feet above the trees. In the dis- 
tance ascended Jim’s smudge and before they 
came to it the canoe of Sis’s party appeared in an 
open space below, for which Zike headed. 

They lit in the water about fifty feet from the 
canoe. 

“ Hey, what you want to scare our fish for? ” 
yelled Chuck. 

Zike called to Sis to paddle over and when the 
canoe arrived told him of what had happened on 
their aérial cruise and of the sailboat they had 
seen far to the north. Sis nodded calmly although 
snorts of rage went up from Chuck and Art at the 
story of the shot. 

“ Let’s get back to camp,” suggested Sis 
calmly. ‘‘ It’s about noon and I’d have gone 
back before if we hadn’t been watchin’ you fel- 
lows.”’ 

“ Don’t you want to fly back? ’’ asked Billy. 
As Sis really wanted nothing better, the two 
boys changed places. The canoe darted off and 
Rube made his first flight. He managed well 
enough although he brought the machine down 
with a bad bump on landing. 

‘“ Here!” yelled Jim indignantly at sight of 
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Sis, ‘‘ I thought you were goin’ to relieve me in 
an hour. I’m starved to death!’ 

‘“ Well,” laughed Sis, ‘‘ we brought you some 
good fish.”’ 

After the exciting events of the morning it was 
voted that the afternoon be spent quietly. Some 
of the boys took a canoe and spent the rest of the 
day trolling and exploring but they were careful 
not to go in the direction of the blue smoke. 

When they gathered at supper Zike made a little 
speech. 

« Fellows, this thing has gone pretty far, I’m 
thinkin’. Last night Sis was carried away, un- 
less I’m mistaken, and kept prisoner. This morn- 
in’ we were fired on an’ the shot was meant to hit 
us, too. I don’t know who these men are — they 
may be criminals. But it’s a cinch they’re tryin’ 
to drive us out o’ these woods. Sis, your prom- 
ise lets you out. Billy, you told us that you had 
a mighty good suspicion who these chaps are. 
Now you know by this time you can trust us to, 
keep our mouths shut. I want you to tell us 
just what your suspicion is. If you don’t I’ll 
take the Dragonfly up just as soon as the gas 
comes an’ light right where that fire was to-day.”’ 
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« Better tell him, Billy,” remarked Jim. 
« When Zike talks that way he means it.’’ 

Billy looked from one to the other. 

“ If you chaps’ll promise me, cross your heart, 
you won’t say a word about it, I will. Of course 
I don’t mean not to tell Bob and Red, but outside 
folks.” 

Each boy gave his word that nothing would be 
revealed and Billy, his freckled cheeks glowing 
with a heightened color, began his tale. 


CHAPTER XII 
BILLY ASKS A QUESTION 


At first Billy was no little embarrassed at be- 
ing made the center of so much attention but he 
soon forgot his self-consciousness. 

“ It was two years ago,’’ he began, ‘‘ when I 
first remember seeing that cut eagle feather in 
the door of Jim Adams’ store. Adams was just 
building his shingle-mill then and it was about 
that time St. Pierre, Bill Falass, Bull Leach and 
Tom Reycraft come up from Arbre Croche to 
work for him. 

« Them four was the cause of it, I reckon,’’ 
went on Billy as he slipped out of his ‘‘ book talk.’’ 
‘t One day dad come home from the store cussin’ 
mad and told me Jim Adams had a new shot- 
gun ’at hadn’t cost a cent less’n fifty dollars, 
while old man McConnell — which is Henry — 
had just got in a hundred-dollar set o’ traps. 

« Well, a month later, ever’body was talkin’ 
that way. But dad noticed how less and less got 
said, although you’d thought them six fellers 
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owned the village the way they acted. I guess 
mebbe they did, too.’ 

The eyes of his six listeners were fastened on 
Billy with intense interest, Sis frowning slightly. 

‘¢ Things run along like that for quite a spell 
when one day I saw dad bring home a big, heavy 
crate — it was all the old nag could do to haul it. 
He didn’t say nothin’ to me an’ I knowed him too 
well to say nothin’ to him. But next Sunday after 
that he hitched up an’ we loaded the crate onto 
the buckboard and toted it up to the cemetery.’’ 

Here Billy paused as if embarrassed. 

‘¢ We knocked the boards off and I seen it was 
a big marble stone with ma’s name on it. That 
struck me all of a heap ’cause we’d been tryin’ 
to save up for one an’ they cost too much. Well, 
‘we took and set it— where ma was — and when 
we was drivin’ home I asked dad where it come 
from. 

‘¢ Stead o’ gettin’ mad, dad looked away and 
says to me, ‘ Billy, there’s some things a feller 
won’t do for himself ’at he’ll do for some one else. 
Yer ‘old dad don’t aim to be no preacher but, 
Billy, that stone come hard!’ ”’ 

Billy remained silent for a moment. The story 
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of that little grave up in the Walloon cemetery had 
affected the boys strangely and Sis stared into the 
fire through blurred eyes, as did more than one 
of the others. Though they could only dimly guess 
what lay behind, Billy’s face told more than his 
words. Finally he went on. 

““ Dad didn’t say no more an’ a spell after that 
Bull Leach come up to the farm. He started talk- 
in’ an’ all at once dad knocked him clear acrost 
the yard. Bull never come around no more. That 
night dad says to me, ‘ Billy, if anyone calls yer 
old man a thief, you call him a durned liar and 
paste him!’ That’s what I licked St. Pierre for, 
last winter. 4 

‘ Now, fellers — fellows, I mean — that’s all I 
know. No, I forgot. Last fall a man come up to 
Walloon and made himself out a surveyor. He 
tramped around the country quite a lot all by him- 
self and whenever he went down to Adams’ I 
noticed that if any o’ the‘ jacks ’ was around they 
treated him mighty cold. 

‘í One day I seen him go past, loaded up with 
his instruments, toward the Tahquamenon. About 
a week later Tom Reycraft and Bill Falass come 
into town with his hat. They said they found it 
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in the river and that his canoe was on a dead- 
head. Mebbe so. But this spring I seen Bull 
Leach with his sheath knife in a leather case and 
across the top was stamped ‘ U. S.’ in big letters.’’ 

Billy’s talk done, he sat silent, staring into the 
fire and for a few moments no one broke the still- 
ness. The spell of Billy’s tale seemed to lie 
heavily on them all, even the volatile Chuck being 
sobered. 

‘¢T suppose,’’ began Zike at last, ‘‘ there has 
been a feather in Adams’ door all this time? ”’ 

« Off and on,” nodded Billy. ‘* I never seen 
— saw — it in the winter. But it’s there for a 
day or two every two or three weeks the rest of 
the year.’’ 

‘« Fellows,” continued Zike slowly, ‘‘I don’t 
. aim to butt into anybody’s business but there are 
three things ’at make me dead sore. The first is 
that eagles’-nest fake, the second is Sis gettin’ 
carried off and the third is what happened this 
mornin’.’’ 

His square jaw projected itself while he con- 
tinued. ‘‘ Them chaps, whoever they are, hung 
out a sign to-day with the word ‘ Fight ’ painted 
on it good and big. Now I’m goin’ to fight.’’ 
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The tense quiet was suddenly shattered by 
Chuck who sprang to his feet with a yell. 

“ Hurrah! I[’ll help you, Zike, old man! ”’ 

A roar of laughter followed and after further 
discussion Rube, always level-headed, made his 
speech. 

“ Let’s get down to cases, kids. Here’s Flies 
story and we’ve a heap o’ things to go on besides 
that. Evidently that feather is some kind of a 
sign. We’ve seen it at Adams’ store, on Henry’s 
canoe, an’ Sis and I saw it on a post by one of the 
islands the other day. Then, there’s that mark 
we found.” At this he told about the blaze and 
what was painted on it. 

« What’s the answer, fellows? We saw a sail- 
boat a couple miles down the river this morning. 
That’s something else to remember. Yet, if these 
men were thieves, as Billy hints, they wouldn’t 
have given that five hundred to us — anyway not 
without something bigger in sight. On the other 
hand, if they were honest, they wouldn’t act like 
this. But what on earth are they up to? ”’ 

‘¢ Go ahead,’’ said Sis in turn smiling and his 
eyes gleaming. ‘‘I can’t tell you what I think, 
of course. But you’re on the trail all right! ” 
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‘¢ But,” spoke up Art, ‘‘ even if there is any- 
thing wrong I can’t see where we have any license 
to butt in. Mebbe they’re counterfeiters! ”’ 

At this startling suggestion the boys sat up but 
Billy shook his head as did Sis and Rube. Zīke, 
however, was still determined. 

‘¢ We got our license to butt in this morning,”’ 
he persisted, ‘‘ an’ I’m goin’ to butt right through 
till I hit something solid. That goes.’’ 

‘¢They aren’t counterfeiters,’’ maintained 
Rube, ‘‘ because these men are all ignorant woods- 
men. Besides, any bad money put in circulation 
up here would be detected in a flash and run 
down.”’ 

« No,” agreed Halloran, ‘‘ nothin’ like that. 
Takes brains to make money. Blessed if I can 
think of anything! ”’ 
` >e Well, it’s gettin’ late,’’ suggested Sis rising. 
‘¢ Mind, not a word o’ this before Henry! We can 
let Boney and Red in on it by degrees when Henry 
isn’t ’round. Two-hour watches, fellows, to- 
night. Zike, you take the first; I’ll take the sec- 
ond, Rube the third, an’ Art the last. An’ if you 
hear anything near the Dragonfly don’t be afraid 
to let off your twenty-two’s. They won’t kill any- 
one if they do hit! ”’ 
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The next day passed quietly, the boys spending 
the time in fishing, bathing, shooting at marks and 
loafing. Zike’s automatic revolver, the only one 
in the crowd, provided a good share of amuse- 
ment, the boys being amazed at its accurate 
shooting. 

Late in the afternoon Henry returned with Bob 
and Red and the precious gasoline. Before turn- 
ing in that night the two new arrivals had been 
made acquainted with the story of all that had 
happened in their absence. 

Just before going to bed Boney drew Zike aside. 

‘“ Look here, old man,’’ asked Bob, ‘‘ are you 
determined to butt into this thing? ’”’ 

‘You bet I am!’ exclaimed Zike. ‘‘ I don’t 
know how we’ll work it but before we go home 
I’m goin’ to land on that place where the eagles 
are!” 

‘ Put her there,’’ chuckled Boney holding out 
his hand, and the two chums gripped hands sil- 
ently as they rejoined the other boys. 
arr Well, Boney, what’s on the program to- 
day? ’’ asked Jim the next morning at breakfast. 

‘« It’s too windy to fly, isn’t it, Zike?”’ asked 
Bob. 
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‘¢ It’s too windy, and besides, Billy and I want 
to go over the Dragonfly and make sure she’s in 
good shape,’’ answered Zike. ‘‘ We can do that 
any time to-day though.’’ 

« Well,’’ suggested Bob, ‘‘ suppose we go out 
this morning for muskie. How does that suit 
you? ”’ 

« Fine! ’’ cried Chuck. 

‘¢ Those who don’t come can go out with Henry 
if they want to. Sis, you’ll see to the camp, and 
you and Red had better keep your eye on the ma- 
chine while you’re doin’ the housework. We’ll 
have to turn in on regular shifts now. You 
might as well make up a list of all the fellows 
and give them special days to work.’’ 

As this plan met with general approval they 
divided, Henry disappearing up the lake to the 
south and the others in the opposite direction. 
When the latter party were out in the middle of 
the lake Bob turned and laid down his paddle. 

“¢ Kase off, kids,’’ he said quietly. 

‘‘ What’s botherin’ you? ’’ asked Chuck in sur- 
prise. 

“ I want to have a talk,’’ answered Bob, ‘‘ and 
you keep your head shut if you don’t want a 
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duckin’. Zike and I have decided to give those 
fellows all they’re looking for. That trick of 
filing the wires on the machine is what gets my 
goat. Billy, are you with us or against us? ”’ 

Billy looked at Zike and then at Bob, a queer 
glint in his eyes. 

“ T’d like to ask a question, Boney,’’ he an- 
swered slowly. ‘‘ You fellers know my folks are 
all passed out. I can sell the old farm any time 
I want to, and I want to know if —if I’d stand 
any chance back where you boys come from? ”’ 

All stared at Billy but, to their credit, not one 
of the three betrayed the surprise that was con- 
suming him. 

« Chicago? ’’ replied Zike. ‘‘ Why, what do 
you mean? ”’ 

Billy flushed deeply and went on. 

‘“‘ Well, you fellers—you fellows— know I 
ain’t had much chance — to be like you, I mean,”’ 
he stammered. ‘‘ I learned book talk out o’ some 
of them stories but when dad passed out an’ left 
me with all that money I was scared. 

‘¢ Why, I ain’t never dared to have a cent in 
the house! When I needed any money I’d go to 


150 The Boy Scouts of the Air 


Jim Adams or Frank Henika or some of them fel- 
` lows around town for it. When I got to owin’ 
them as much as thirty or forty dollars I’d 
give ’em a check! I ain’t never seen a cent of 
that money but I guess it’s good, all right. 

« What I’m gettin’ at is this. I never met fel- 
lows just like you kids before,’’ and Billy’s words 
became very earnest. ‘‘ You’re just like them 
fell-ows in Daring Deeds, only more natural like. 
Could I go back to Chicago with you fellows and 
go to school there? Would they have a backwoods 
dub like me? ”’ 

Bob leaned over and clapped Billy on the back. 

« You bet, Billy Waldron! You sell that old 
farm o’ yours an’ if you like, Zike’s dad, Judge 
Worden, will take care of your coin for you. You 
bet, Billy! ”’ 

A new flush crept over Billy’s face as he turned 
and quickly picked up his paddle. 

“ Thanks, fell-ows,’? he answered huskily. 
“ Let’s get after that bunch o’ ‘ jacks ’ and clean 
’em off the earth! ”’ 

Bob stopped the canoe, which was leaping for- 
ward. under Billy’s eager paddle thrust. 

‘* Hold on there,’’ he laughed, ‘‘ we’ve only 
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just started that talk! It’s easy enough to say 
that we’re goin’ to fight but you know well 
enough what chance we’d have against those 
lumberjacks in a stand-up fight.’’ 

‘“ We’d have an advantage in the Dragonfly. 
Remember that,’’ exclaimed Chuck. 

‘ Not such a blamed big advantage,’’ remarked 
Billy a little gloomily. ‘‘ We couldn’t use her 
to-day for instance, and it seems we can’t go near 
their camp without stopping a bullet.’’ 

‘< You’re wrong, Billy,” replied Zike, ‘‘ for I 
could take her out to-day I think. There’s always 
a steady wind just over the surface of the water. 
But say, I never thought of it!” 

« What? ’’ cried Bob. 

‘¢ Use the machine as a boat!’’ replied Zike 
triumphantly. ‘* You can’t drown, because the 
wings and pontoons will float about a thousand 
pounds. And she’ll beat any motor boat floating. 
Besides, with her air-rudder she can turn like a 
a flash.’’ 

‘‘ You forget the noise o’ the blamed motor,” 
debated Billy. ‘‘ We can’t get within a mile o’ 
that camp without bein’ heard.’’ 

‘¢ Well”? remarked Bob, ‘‘ while we’re thinkin’ 
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about it what do you say to takin’ a little trip 
over to Eagle Island and seein’ what we can 
find? ”’ 

“ Better put our trollin’ lines out as a blind,’’ 
suggested Billy. This was promptly done. Then 
the four paddles dipped as one and the canoe sped 
across the open water between the islands, while 
Zike at the stern steered northeast. 


CHAPTER XIT 
THE MAN WITH THE CROSSED AXES 


For an hour they paddled steadily. Once out 
of sight of camp they had to rely on the compass, 
as the place had become not so much a lake as an 
extension of the adjacent swamps, still heavily 
swollen by the spring rains — morasses that would 
not be passable on foot till fall. 

‘* Well, I suppose Henry thinks he has us com- 
pletely fooled,’ commented Bob as they went 
forward. ‘‘ It’s evident, though, that the Dragon- 
fly will make him anxious. How on earth can we 
manage to get to Eagle Island without being 
heard? ’’ 

‘“ Mebbe we can’t,’’ answered Zike, ‘* but we’ll 
try to-morrow if it’s calm enough to fly high. 
You and I and Billy, eh? ” 

‘ But. where do I come in on this machine? ”’ 
complained Chuck. ‘‘ You promised to take us 
all up, old man! ”’ 

‘¢ We will, Chuck,’’ replied Zike, ‘‘ and you'll 
have a ride in the morning sure. So will all the 
fellows, even Henry if he’ll go.”’ 
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« We must be gettin’ in toward the mainland,’’ 
said Billy. 

« Aren’t there large animals ’round here? ’’ 
asked Bob. 

« You bet! Deer aplenty and sometimes bear. 
Lots of berries all about here and they attract 
bears you know. Then there’s mink and martin, 
rats, rabbits and all kinds of small animals.’’ 

They could see no signs of life, however. No 
trickle of smoke rose in the morning air and the 
woods seemed absolutely deserted. They caught 
a ‘‘muskie ’’ and a large bass and finally landed 
on a point of land, seemingly a large island, to 
cook their fish and have dinner. 

Bob pulled off a strip of birch bark, prepared 
a few sticks and soon had a small fire blazing. 
The ground behind was high and densely wooded, 
and leaving Billy and Chuck to do the cooking the 
other boys started off to explore. 

The high ground did not extend very far and in 
a few minutes they were standing in a thick tangle 
of swamp-growth, trees and berry bushes. 

‘¢ Keep out o’ that,’’ exclaimed Bob. ‘‘ Those 
blackberry bushes’d tear us to pieces. Swing 
round to the right.’’ 
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They did so and still found that the swamp 
stretched back of the low shore-ridge they were 
on. Finally they turned back, but barely had they 
done so when Zike gripped Bob’s arm. 

““Keep still!’’ he whispered. ‘‘ See those 
bushes? ”’ 

The bushes ahead of them were waving. They 
watched them for a moment but could see nothing, 
and so they pushed forward toward the disturb- 
ance. Making as little noise as possible they 
slipped along, pulled the bushes apart and looked 
ahead. 

There on the ground beneath a pine was a little 
bundle of fur, apparently oblivious of their pres- 
ence. As they watched it a sharp nose was lifted, 
sniffing the wind. 

« It’s a bear!” cried the delighted Bob. ‘‘ Get 
him, Zike! ’? 

Zike tried to detain his chum but Bob had 
caught the little animal by the neck. 

« Get out of here quick, Boney,” cried Zike, 
helping Bob tie the squealing, struggling cub’s 
paws together. ‘‘ Remember, there’s a mother 
bear around somewhere! ”’ 

‘¢ All right, we’ll beat it for the shore,’’ panted 
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Boney, picking the cub up in his arms and run- 
ning. ‘‘ Say, won’t he be fine for a patrol mascot 
when we get him tamed! I guess the Golden 
Eagles’ll be the whole thing ’round town! ”’ 

The scouts crashed through vines and bushes 
at the best possible speed, Zike taking the strug- 
gling cub after five minutes for, although small, 
the little fellow was heavy. In a short time they 
burst out on the shore and at the same instant 
heard two shots close together from the camp 
which was just around a point ahead. 

‘¢ Somethin’ wrong, Boney,’’ yelled Zike has- 
tening his gait, while Bob followed as best he 
could, holding the jaws of the cub together. 
Boney heard a yell and a shout of laughter from 
Zike when the latter had turned the point. 
Then Zike turned with a sudden gesture. 
“Put him down, Boney! Put him down 
quick! ”’ 

Bob laid the cub down on the sand and ran 
forward. When he joined Zike he gave one look 
and broke into a second roar of laughter. Chuck 
and Billy, the former clutching his twenty-two 
calibre rifle, were perched in a low cedar, yelling 
for help. Sitting quietly by the fire, near the 
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canoe, was a tremendous black bear sniffing the 
half-cooked fish with much curiosity and investi- 
gating the boys’ various belongings. 

Zike raised his rifle and then lowered it. 

‘ No use, with this thing,’’ he explained, ‘‘ and 
besides, we don’t want to kill at this time o’ 
year. Say! I wonder if that’s the mother of 
our cub? ”? 

He received a speedy answer to this, for just 
then a wail went up from the cub lying among the 
rocks behind. The big bear raised her head. 
Catching sight of the two newcomers she stared 
at them and then started forward with a growl 
as another wail sounded. 

‘“ No place for us, old man! ’’ exclaimed Bob 
hurriedly as the two treed scouts began to yell 
advice and taunts. ‘‘ Break for the water and 
wade to the canoe.’’ 

Although not sure of the wisdom of this, Zike 
obeyed promptly. The bear stopped as they be- 
gan wading and stood watching them, apparently 
thinking that they had the cub with them. 

In a minute they had gained the canoe and 
pulled it off the beach, just in time to escape a 
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swipe from the claws of the angry she-bear who 
turned and followed them on shore. 

‘¢ Paddle down for the cub, quick! ’’ cried Zike, 
balancing the frail craft as Bob tumbled in, and 
following him as quickly. ‘‘ That’ll draw her off 
and we can come back for the fellows.”’ 

‘“¢ Hey!” went up a shrill yell from Chuck, 
‘© Come back and get us! Where you chumps 
goin’? ’’ 

‘¢ Bear up,’’ laughed Bob, ‘‘ we’ll be right 
back! Come down to the shore and meet us.’’ 

The she-bear, shaking her head and growling, 
was evidently puzzled but she turned and shuffled 
along the shore with her eyes on the canoe. 

“« Fall to it, Zike,’’ exclaimed Bob, ‘‘ we’ll 
have to go some to beat her out! ’’ 

Although the she-bear fell behind, the squeals 
of the cub drew her on and she caught sight of 
the little animal just as the canoe ploughed into 
the sand. Bob leaped out, ran and caught up 
the cub and once more they shoved out in the 
nick of time, leaving the angry mother behind 
them. 

‘* Now get a move on, young fellow! ’’ shouted 
Zike, ‘‘ an’ we’ll get the others off! ’’ 
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Chuck and Billy were waiting anxiously at the 
fire as the canoe came in sight with the bear close 
behind on the shore. They piled into the craft 
in a hurry, throwing the haversacks on top of 
the cub, and not until they were ten yards from 
shore did they know of its presence. 

‘ Look at the old bear! ’’ said Zike, chuckling. 
The mother-bear was sitting on the shore watch- 
ing them with low growls while the boys exam- 
ined the plump, bright-eyed little cub admiringly. 

‘ Look here,’’ exclaimed Billy suddenly, ‘‘ she 
ain’t hurt us to speak of. She just strolled up 
and laughed when we broke for the tree. What 
do we want to hurt her for? Let’s take the little 
chap back to her.’’ 

The others were silent a moment, for Billy 
spoke in earnest. 

“ I guess maybe you’re right,’’ declared Bob 
slowly. ‘‘I thought we’d keep him and tame 
him. But— well, perhaps his mother wants 
him more than we do. How about it, old girl? ’”” 

The bear answered him with a whine which 
drew another from the cub, and all four boys 
laughed. s 


160 The Boy Scouts of the Air 


‘But how to do it? ’’ asked Zike. ‘‘ If we go 
in to shore she’ll sure get our scalps! ”’ 

They all debated the question, while the bear 
sat waiting on the shore with only an occasional 
uneasy growl or whine. 

‘‘ There’s only one way, kids,’’ declared Bob. 
« Paddle close in and sling the cub over. If his 
mother doesn’t wade out we’re all right. If 
she does, we’ll have something to worry about. 
But I guess she’ll be too glad to get him back to 
care about us.”’ 

They paddled toward the shore and when 
within ten feet of the bear Billy untied the hand- 
kerchiefs that bound the cub, lifted the squirm- 
ing ball of fur and threw it as far as he could 
toward shore. The next instant they were dart- 
ing out again while the mother-bear was excitedly 
‘licking her whimpering cub with low rumbles of 
bear-joy. 

‘¢ Well, I’m kind o’ glad we took the cub back,’’ 
remarked Billy. 

“So'm I, but I’m pretty hungry,” said 
Chuck. ‘‘ Let’s catch a fish or two in a hurry 
and take them somewhere else to cook. It’s just 
about noon and we still have some cold biscuits.’? 


When within ten feet of shore Billy untied the cub, lifted the 
squirming bundle of fur and threw it as far as he could toward 


shore. 
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They started trolling in a narrow channel be- 
tween two islands, having left ‘‘ Bear Island,” 
as Bob named it, behind. In a short time they 
had a strike and soon hauled in a small pickerel 
which Billy declared was just the size for eating. 

It was not enough for four hungry scouts, 
however, and they trolled a little longer. There 
was some open water around them now and they 
were surrounded by small, wooded islands. As 
they passed one of these Zike leaned forward. 

‘ Boney,’’ he whispered, ‘‘ look just above that 
clump of small tamarack on the island dead 
ahead. Doesn’t that look as if there was a fire 
in there? ’’ 

All the boys looked closely, but there was no 
sign of smoke visible and Bob glanced, per- 
plexed, at Zike. The latter smiled. 

“ Don’t look for smoke — look for a slight 
heat-haze just above that small tamarack-top in 
line with the twisted pine down on the shore. 
Get it? ’’ 

After a moment all the others could see a very 
faint, wavering heat-haze that flickered above 
` the tamaracks. 

‘¢Tt certainly looks like it,’’ aaa Bob. 
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“ It may be some one who has built a fire and 
wants to keep out of sight.’’ 

“« Then it’s easy guessing who it is,” said 
Billy. ‘‘ But that isn’t ‘ Eagle Island,’ is it? 
It hasn’t the big trees and it’s too small for 
the one we saw from the Dragonfly.’’ 

« You’re right,’? answered Zike. ‘‘ Suppose 
we paddle up and have a look in? If there is 
anyone there we can say we saw their fire and 
wanted to cook our dinner.’’ 

‘Go quietly, though,’’ cautioned Billy. ‘ If 
it’s them ‘ jacks ’ we want to draw in our horns 
mighty sudden. They won’t stand for any story 
like that and it’s risky meddlin’ with them.’’ 

Their hesitation, however, was slight. Pad- 
dling silently the boys soon reached the little 
island and disembarked with hardly a sound. Bob 
motioned with his hand and they pulled the 
canoe up on the sand and started for the trees 
which grew close to the water here. 

Although there were no trees of great size 
the smaller ones were set close together and the 
boys found it difficult to avoid making any noise. 
Bob, who had taken the lead, suddenly turned 
and motioned to the rest and they joined him. 
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‘‘ There’s a path,” he whispered, pointing to 
a slight indication of a trail marked only by a 
broken bush or two that seemed to have been 
broken aside and then replaced, the leaves be- 
ing withered and dead. 

Pushing cautiously past these, Bob scouted on 
and soon all could see that they were following 
a real trail. A moment later Billy halted the 
others, his eye caught by something among the 
bushes. Pulling these aside he disclosed a small, 
light, factory-built canoe lying upside down. He 
pointed at it significantly and all saw that its 
keel and bottom were still wet! 

“ Been used inside of an hour,’’ whispered 
Bob, and Billy nodded approval as he closed the 
bushes again. With a gesture of caution the 
leader took up the faint trail, pausing often to 
make sure that they were still on the path. 
Sumach and berry bushes grew in thick masses 
all about and there was an increasing growth 
of young tamarack and red willow. 

Finally Bob turned and held up his hand. As 
the other three came up he pointed to an open- 
ing in the thick bushes just ahead and one by one 
they looked. 
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Before them was a tiny clearing in the midst 
of the young tamarack. In the clearing was a 
small fire without a trace of smoke, over which 
hung a fish. Sitting against a tree, watching the 
fire, was a man, a small brush shelter showing 
behind him. 

Clad in flannel shirt and ragged trousers, his 
face unshaven, there was yet something about 
the man that stamped him with individuality. 
None of the boys recognized him and yet, as one 
by one they looked through the bushes, they 
sought each other’s eyes in wonder, which Billy 
was unable to account for. Interrogating Zike 
mutely the latter pointed to the man’s sleeve and 
nodded. Billy looked again. 

On the left sleeve of the faded shirt young Wal- 
dron saw something. It was the Boy Scout em- 
blem, with something above it that looked like 
two crossed axes. He immediately let out a 
whoop and burst through the bushes, the others 
following him at once in spite of their surprise. 

At the first sound the man by the fire was on 
his feet, revolver in hand, and springing to the 
shelter of the nearest tree. Recognizing the 
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uniforms of the boys, he leaped out again with 
a hearty laugh. 

‘“ Well,’’ he said good-naturedly, ‘‘ where did 
you come from? Are there Boy Scouts so near 
here? Where bound? ’’ 

Bob saluted with a smile. ‘‘ We saw your 
smoke, sir, and then found your trail, not know- 
ing who you were. We wanted to cook dinner 
and came right along as our camp is away off 
to the southwest. We are the Golden Eagle Pa- 
trol, or part of it, Twenty-Fifth Chicago Troop. 
Just at present we are on a hunt for a certain 
nest of eagles somewhere around here.”’ 

The man looked at the boys, responding to 
Bob’s salute, with growing wonder. 

« That’s odd, now! It’s the very thing I’m 
looking for, too! ’’ he said. 


CHAPTER XIV 
THE Dragonfly 1s HELD UP 


« Well,’’ smiled the man as he threw himself 
on the ground, ‘‘sit down and while we’re get- 
ting dinner ready tell me all about it.’’ 

“ Excuse me,” returned Bob, ‘‘I think it 
would be better for you to tell us first who you 
are and what you’re doin’ here.’’ 

The man gazed at him keenly for a moment 
and then nodded. ‘‘My name’s King,’’ he then 
began, ‘‘ and if you look at my sleeve you’ll see 
that I’m a pretty good member of the Boy 
Scouts myself. As for my business here, I’m 
connected with a large wholesale New York house 
zand I’m on my vacation. Any more you want 
to know? ” 

Bob replied to his winning smile by introduc- 
ing his companions, and Chuck immediately be- 
gan preparing the pickerel. 

‘ Yes,” said Zike, after a few moments, ‘‘ I’d 
like to know why you’re lookin’ for that eagles’ 
nest! ”’ 
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“ Easily answered! I want to find it, and I 
don’t want to be seen finding it, and if I am 
found before I do find it I never will find it. Get 
that? ’’ 

‘ Some of it,’’ laughed Zike, ‘‘ but I don’t see 
why you haven’t found it, for it can’t be more 
than half a mile north of here. That’s where 
it was yesterday when we sailed over it.’’ 

““ Over it? ” repeated Mr. King fastening his 
keen, black eyes on Zike. ‘‘ Say! What are you 
chaps driving at, anyway? ”’ 

Thereupon Zike explained their trip and part 
of what had happened since their arrival in the 
woods. But he did not go into any of their sus- 
picions, although he did tell of the eagles’-nest 
« fake.’ The stranger listened without com- 
ment. By the time the story was told, dinner 
was ready. Mr. King insisted that Bob share 
his bass with him while the others divided the 
pickerel. 

‘‘ Well, you certainly took me in neatly,’ con- 
fessed Mr. King with a laugh after dinner. “I 
never would have thought anyone could follow 
that trail without my knowing it! And you chaps 
must have pretty keen eyes to see any smoke from 
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this fire! I haven’t made a capful of smoke in 
the two weeks I’ve been here.”’ 

“« We didn’t see any,’’ admitted Bob, ‘* but, 
we saw the heat-haze, the invisible smoke, over 
the tops of these tamaracks. How did you get 
here if you didn’t come by Walloon? I sup- 
pose you didn’t come that way, as you evidently 
want to avoid discovery.”’ 

‘¢No, I came from the Sault in my canoe.’’ 

« What! In that little one over there in the 
bushes? ’’ cried an amazed scout. 

Mr. King laughed, showing his white, even 
teeth. ‘‘So you found that too? Yes. She’s 
fitted with a sail and she’s a beauty in all kinds 
of weather. After your experience, I suppose 
you aren’t going after that eagles’ nest again 
very hard? ’’ 
=° « You bet we are!” retorted Bob. ‘ Zike is 
good an’ mad because that fellow fired at him. 
We’ll show ’em somethin’ with the Dragonfly 
before we get through!” 

The boys cleaned up the dishes in short order 
and when they were comfortably settled around 
the fire once more Mr. King again broke the 
silence. 
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‘ I see you are all Boy Scouts and I feel sure 
I can trust you. Look here! Will you put your- 
selves under my orders for a time? ’’ 

‘< Certainly! ’’ exclaimed Bob. ‘‘ You’re a 
Chief Woodsman, and our superior. Consider 
that settled! ’’ 

‘“ Thanks,” laughed Mr. King. ‘‘I suggest 
this because I think you’re entitled to be in on 
this deal, for you can help me a lot with the 
Dragonfly. Give me your words that this does 
not go beyond the five of us here? ’’ 

The boys did so with eagerness, and Mr. King 
continued : 

‘“ As I told you, I am connected with a large 
New York house. About a year ago we began to 
notice that our trade in woolen goods and other 
cloth was falling off all through this part of the 
country. This was also true of other things 
that can be bought in Canada for a good deal 
less than here. It didn’t take our agents long 
to find out that somewhere along the lakes a 
gang of smugglers was at work and doing a fine 
business too. 

« Well, we got after the government and had 
a man sent up here. Then we sent a man of our 
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own. The government man never showed up 
again and our man said there was nothing doing 
that he could find. Finally, knowing that I had 
spent a good part of my life in the woods and 
that I was a Chief Scout Woodsman, I was sent 
here. 

‘‘T’ve spent two months searching all the 
lake coast between here and Mackinac and I be- 
lieve I’ve struck it at last. I know already that 
the gang uses an eagle feather for a sign. ‘There- 
fore it must be located near an eagle’s nest, for 
the feathers are hard to find otherwise. The 
first day I was here, coming up from the lake I 
saw two eagles in the air. I’ve waited here ever 
since watching for them and usually going out 
at night.”’ 

The boys, who had listened to Mr. King’s ex- 
planation in amazed silence, looked at one an- 
other as he finished. 

‘¢ Funny I never thought o’ that! ’? commented 
Billy. ‘‘ It must ’a’ been what dad done — took 
a flier on one of the trips.’’ 

Billy now told his story and the others con- 
tributed all they knew. Mr. King nodded. 

‘ I found one of those blazes, too,” he said. 
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‘ I think that the boat you saw was the craft 
that brings stuff over from Canada. It may 
be a sailing canoe like this and it probably comes 
up to some island and leaves the stuff, taking 
away the money left there by the gang.’’ 

‘“ But how can we help you, Mr. King? ’’ asked 
Chuck. ‘‘ What’ll you do if you catch them? ”’ 

“ I have no authority to arrest them,’’ replied 
Mr. King, ‘‘ and all I want is to carry home some 
proof that they are working here. Then the 
government will send up men to clear out the 
bunch. I want proof that these men are engag- 
ing in such traffic. Just how you can serve me 
I’m not yet sure. If I can get to the island, 
now I know where it is, it might be possible for 
me to draw off the men there and then you could 
come over in that machine of yours and dig 
around a bit.’’ 

“ Exactly,” cried Bob glancing at his watch. 
“ But we’ve got to be dusting along, Mr. King! 
It’s one o’clock and we’ll have to do some tall 
paddlin’. Much obliged for dinner. Where’ll 
we see you again? ”’ 

‘“‘T’ve a signaling badge,’’ added Zike, ‘‘ if 
that’ll help.’’ 
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«You bet it will, replied Mr. King, ‘‘a 
whole lot! You’d better not monkey around 
here any more but there’s an island just east 
of this with three big tamaracks in a clump on 
the top. Get your bearings there on your way 
home and on the third day from now, say at four 
o’clock in the afternoon, stand beside those 
tamaracks. From there you can see these trees 
and we’ll have a talk.’’ 

Accompanied by Mr. King, who was still 
laughing over their adventure with the bear and 
her cub, the scouts left the glade and made their 
way out along the trail to the shore. Reaching 
their canoe they said good-bye and started home. 

Their first care was to find the island with 
the three tamaracks. This was soon accom- 
plished. Getting their bearings with home, they 
started out slowly, in order to remember as 
many landmarks as possible, trolling as they 
went. When they reached the camp they had a 
good string of fish and found Art and Rube on 
guard, the other boys having gone out with 
Henry to take some pictures. 

Zike, Rube and Billy now went over the 
Dragonfly with the greatest care, tightening 
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every turnbuckle and oiling every part of the 
engine, until they were assured there would not 
be the slightest hitch on the following day. 
This occupied them the remainder of the after- 
noon. Toward sunset the missing members of 
the patrol returned. 

Although Chuck was bursting with the news 
of what they had done, the others impressed on 
him that he was to say nothing of Mr. King and 
his mission and Chuck had to content himself 
with an account of the bear adventure, which 
sent even Henry into a roar of laughter. 

« By jing, ye had nerve to tackle an old she- 
bar this time o’ year! What in time did ye give 
back the cub fer? ”’ 

In spite of their explanations they could not 
bring the old woodsman to their viewpoint. 
Henry, shaking his head at what he called their 
foolishness, arose and went down to pull up the 
canoes. Bob could not resist the opportunity to 
give Sis a sly dig. 

« Well,” he remarked innocently, catching the 
eye of his assistant, ‘‘ we’ll bring you chaps 
some fine Canadian cloth one o’ these days! ’’ 

The others gazed at him in amazement and a 
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question sprang to Sis’s lips. Bob checked him 
with a laugh. | 

‘ Nothin’ doin’. I’m off to bed and you want ~ 
to remember that the aviation meet starts to- 
morrow! Break up, fellows! ”’ 

They did so, several of the scouts with their 
curiosity unsatisfied. Bob, determined to avoid 
all possible mishap, had arranged with Sis not 
to leave the camp unguarded for a moment, day 
or night, and one of the scouts was on guard in 
the ‘‘ hangar ’”’ throughout the night. As there 
were nine of them, Henry excepted, they took 
short shifts, thus greatly relieving the burden. 

Billy and his former antagonist, Red Josey, 
were fast becoming confirmed chums and the 
Chicago lad was giving Billy instruction in box- 
ing whenever time permitted. In fact, all the 
“boys liked Billy immensely, for there was a 
frank honesty in his face that won him friends 
almost at sight. 

Henry was up and away early in the morning, 
returning just in time for breakfast, with a 
reeking burden which he handed to Chuck. 

‘< What is it, Henry? ’’ asked the boys crowd- 
ing around. 
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‘t Somethin’ fer dinner,’’ chuckled the guide 
with a wink at Sis. 

“« Why, it’s venison!’’ exclaimed Jim Hal- 
loran in alarm. Henry shook his head. 

“No it ain’t. Not this time o% year. Don’t 
get inquisitive, now, if ye don’t want to hear no 
lies. That meat is sheep, everywheres between 
here an’ Mackinac, ’cept in the huntin’ season.’’ 

A laugh went around but the boys said no 
more, for they had heard numerous stories of 
northern Michigan ‘‘ mutton.” As only two or 
three of them had ever tasted venison they were 
in no position to argue the matter. After break- 
fast the Dragonfly was wheeled out. The day 
was perfect, with hardly a breath of wind, and 
the sun was just showing over the crests of the 
trees to the east. 

‘« All aboard! ’’ shouted Billy, eager to take 
the first flight. He chose Red and Art as his 
companions and, after a careful final inspection, 
announced that he was ready. Sis had his 
camera ready, for he was anxious to get a full 
set of pictures. A moment later the propellers 
revolved, the staccato explosion of the engine 
swept into a roar and Billy released the brake. 
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Art let out a yell of terror as the ground 
dropped away, but his fear was soon changed to 
delight. The Dragonfly swept out over the water 
at a height of twenty feet, dropped without 
turning off the power and then darted over the 
lake at an amazing speed, returning to the camp 
in a few moments and landing safely. 

‘¢Take me up, Zike,’’ cried Sis eagerly, ‘‘ I 
want to get some pictures from up above! ”’ 

Zike laughed and turned to Henry who stood 
watching. 

« Want to try it, Henry? You see there’s 
no danger; if we fall we’ll glide right onto the 
lake.”’ 

The guide hesitated, plainly eager to go, yet 
not wholly recovered from his skepticism in 
spite of the several successful flights. At length 
«he yielded and took his seat with a firm grip 
on the brace-rod. 

‘t Good-bye, fellers,’’ he called as Zike started 
the motor. ‘‘ Jim Adams is a mighty good un- 
dertaker, remember! ’’ 

Zike, who had perfect confidence in himself 
and the machine by this time, determined to give 
Sis some good pictures and he soared in a great 
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circle around the island. He could not repress 
a chuckle as he took an occasional glance at 
Henry’s face, which was a mixture of wild de- 
light, awe and fear. 

When they had reached a height of three hun- 
dred feet Sis, with his camera ready, took three 
or four views and then Henry gave a yell and 
` pointed to one side. Following his finger Zike 
saw a canoe far below, with three men in it, evi- 
dently watching them. 

Without an instant’s hesitation he swung the 
rudder around, put on all power and glided 
down to the water, landing within a hundred ° 
feet of the canoe. Then they saw there were 
three men in the boat: the half-breed, St. Pierre, 
and two of the men they had seen in Adams’ 
store at Walloon. 

« Good morning!’’ grinned Zike at the as- 
tounded men. ‘‘ How d’you like our outfit? ’’ 

« Kin we look at her? ’’ called one as some- 
what doubtfully they paddled nearer. Zike 
caught a smile which the men exchanged with 
Sis and Henry as they came up. 

“ By gar,” cried St. Pierre, his crafty face 
lighting up, ‘‘ she been one ver’ fine airsheep! 
How you been goin’ leave de water, eh? ”’ 
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‘¢ Which one of you chaps fired at the aero- 
plane the other day?’’ demanded Zike, to the 
vast surprise of Henry, who knew nothing of 
that adventure. The wondering smiles of the 
three men vanished, to be replaced by scowls of 
suspicion. 

« Wat for you spy?” replied St. Pierre. 
One of the others, whom Zike afterwards found 
was Bull Leach, gave a savage growl. 

«c You fellers keep in yer own camp! ’’ roared 
Bull, his face marked with anger. ‘‘ If ye come 
’round where we are any more ye’ll stop a 
bullet yerself! ”’ 

St. Pierre touched him on the arm. ‘‘ Why 
for shall we not take dat machine now? She’s 
been no good in de water, I t’?ink me! S’pose 
we take dat axe and break her? ”’ 

His comrades replied with a sign of approval. 
« Git out o’ thar, Henry,’’ cried the third man. 
« We’ll take ye out to the island so’s ye can 
all walk home! Ye don’t belong in the air, no- 
how!’ 

As the canoe pressed against the pontoons in 
front, Leach holding on to the brace-rod, he 
motioned the three to jump from the Dragonfly. 


CHAPTER XV 
FISHING BY HYDRO-AEROPLANE 


Without a word Zike leaned forward and 
quietly started the engine in a desperate hope 
that none of the lumberjacks would notice this 
maneuver. With the first explosion, however, 
Leach gave an angry yell while the others 
reached for the rifles close at hand. 

“ Stop that—’’ began Bull the lumberjack. 
But Zike threw on all his power and the Dragon- 
fly began to forge ahead so swiftly that the 
men in the canoe had to drop their guns and 
hang on. Their anger was rapidly giving way 
to fear, for they had supposed the machine was 
helpless in the water. 

Suddenly Sis was seized with an idea. He 
saw the three rifles lying in the canoe just un- 
der him. Leaning forward he grabbed up one 
and tossed it into the water ahead. Despite the 
angry yells of the three men the other two im- 
mediately followed it. Although Sis did not 
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know it at the time, this seemingly trifling inci- 
dent proved to have a most important bearing 
on what took place a few days later. At the 
time, it was nothing more than a precaution. 

Zike grinned approvingly and stopped the 
engine. 

‘« Now,” he exclaimed, laughing at the three 
men in the canoe, ‘‘ you guys clear out mighty 
sudden and don’t waste any time beatin’ it. 
Hurry along! ”’ 

Without a word the thoroughly frightonad 
men shoved off and began paddling. When they 
were a little distance away Zike started up 
again, lifted the elevator, and the Dragonfly 
slowly soared upward. 

Through it all Henry had remained wholly 
motionless. At the discomfiture of his friends 


` "a smile flitted across his face but he said noth- 


ing until they had landed at the camp. Here 
Zike turned over the machine to Rube for an- 
other flight without mentioning their adventure. 

‘‘'That was mighty slick,” Henry murmured 
to Zike, ‘‘ but ye don’t know what ye’re runnin’ 
up against, young feller. Them chaps’ll never 
fergive losin’ their guns — ”? 
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‘‘That’s enough!’’ answered Zike, not a 
little irritated. ‘‘ I know about the whole thing, 
Henry. Now let’s hear where you stand. Are 
you in with that gang? ”’ 

The guide stared at him, his keen eyes flash- 
ing, and then he broke into a quiet chuckle. 

« Well, I reckon ye might say I was in with 
’em, but I ain’t now. Jest the same, I’ve been 
pals with ’em, and I don’t allow I’ll turn against 
old pals, nohow. While ye’re payin’ me to 
work I guess I’m what you call neutral. That’s 
about it.’’ 

Zike looked at him a moment. 

‘““Henry, Sis hasn’t told anything. But 
those fellows started the funny business and 
I’ve taken it up. Now, I can make a pretty 
good guess at the whole affair, from the sign 
of the feather to the auto that calls for the stuff 
at Walloon. I’ll tip it off to you that the less 
you have to do with that bunch the better for 
you.’’ 

The guide’s jaw dropped in amazement but 
Zike moved off, repenting instantly of having 
said too much. There was no chance for fur- 
ther conversation, as Rube brought the Dragon- 
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fly back a moment later and Billy took up two 
others for a short flight. 

By the time all had had a ride the morning 
was gone. At lunch Billy proposed that three 
of the boys take a fishing trip that afternoon in 
the Dragonfly. With this proposition came the 
question of. who should go, since everyone 
eagerly volunteered. 

It was finally agreed that Billy, as owner, 
should be aviator and that the others should 
draw straws for the two passenger’s places. 
Even Henry announced himself a candidate. 
The straws were formally drawn and the lots 
fell to Rube and Jim. 

« How ye goin’ to fish with that thing? ’’ 
asked Henry, who was not a little disappointed 
„that he was not going along. 

“ I don’t know,” confessed Billy, grinning; 
“ I haven’t figured that out! ”’ 

« Why,’’ suggested Jim, ‘‘I suppose we’ll 
hook a fish and then just rise straight up with 
it, won’t we? ” 

“‘That’ll be a hard proposition,” laughed 
Bob, ‘‘ for you’ll be going too fast to troll, un- 
less you stay on the surface.’’ 
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*¢ Never mind,” said Billy to his two compan- 
ions, who had been procuring their lines. “PUH 
fix it. Leave those poles here and take trolling 
lines. I’ll do the rest—if we get a strike. 
Better put on spoon hooks—they’re best for 
general use.’’ 

The gasoline and oil tanks were replenished 
and Billy carefully tested the spark and the 
carbureter adjustment. As over eighty per 
cent of aviation accidents are due to the failure 
of the motor, Zike had impressed on him the 
necessity of making sure of his engine before 
going up. And, although he was reckless enough 
when in the air, Billy was very cautious until 
he found everything working right. 

The two passengers took their places, each 
holding his reeled-up line, and as the Dragonfly 
fluttered and finally soared easily, Sis took a 
picture and a shout of ‘‘ Good luck!’ followed 
the boys. 

To tell the truth, Billy had not yet the slight- 
est idea of what he was going to do. But once 
he had proposed the novel trip he was deter- 
mined not to back down. As the machine. rose, 
however, and bore steadily along, an idea came 
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to him suddenly. He lowered the elevator, 
dropped into the water and shut off the motor 
a mile from the camp. 

‘« Now, fellows,’? he explained when they 
were floating quietly, ‘‘ drop over the lines. 
There’s just breeze enough to drift us along 
nicely. When you get a strike, up we’ll go! ”’ 

They drifted quietly down the channel and al- 
though Billy had purposely chosen the most open 
one he several times had to start the engine in 
order to avoid islands which lay in their path. 
This seemed to affect the fishing very appreciably, 
for their only catch was a small bass that Jim 
pulled up before the Dragonfly could be started. 

‘t Shucks,’’ exclaimed Billy after an hour of 
bad luck, ‘‘ I guess the engine scares ’em all 
away. We’ll let her drift a while longer and 


=“ «then chase back home.’’ 


In this intention, however, he was agreeably 
disappointed. A few minutes later Jim gave a 
yell and began to pay out his line. 

‘‘ Hope he’s well hooked,’’ shouted Billy as 
the propellers began to move. ‘‘ Unless some- 
thin’ breaks he’ll take a trip with us.’’ 

Barely had the Dragonfly begun to foam 
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through the water when Rube, pulling up his 
line, also got a strike and wild excitement reigned 
on board. 

Billy tilted his elevating rudder, and as the 
fish seemed to hang on safely to both lines, the 
car was soon off the water and ascending steadily. 

« What’ll I do?” yelled Jim, hanging on to 
his line with both hands while Rube, no less ex- 
cited, began hauling his up hand over hand. 

< Hang on!’’ shouted Billy. ‘‘ Don’t pull 
in yet!” 

Swiftly the Dragonfly rose. Presently Rube, 
who had out less line, saw and felt it swing for- 
ward beneath him, while a glittering, struggling 
shape rose from the water. 

“« Now pull him in, Rube!’’ shouted Billy. 
At the same instant Jim’s fish left the water. 
Up came the two fish but that of Rube dropped 
off just as he was about to take hold of it. Jim 
found himself unable to bring his aboard and 
he called loudly to Billy. The latter saw his 
predicament, shifted the rudder, and a moment 
later the Dragonfly was hovering over the land. 

A small open space showed beneath, just at 
the edge of the shore, and Billy shouted to Jim 
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to drop the fish. Jim did so promptly, line and 
all. Billy circled the machine around and down, 
headed her toward the shore and shut off the 
engine just as she settled lightly into the water. 
An instant later they rode almost to the shore. 

“ Hop out, fellers and pull her in!’’ Billy 
cried. 

As the water was only ankle-deep, Rube and 
Jim promptly obeyed and Billy stepped out on 
the sand. He had already dropped the wheels, 
which folded up when the machine was in flight, 
and the three drew the aeroplane up on the 
beach while all ran to the fish. 

“ Oh, a beauty! ’’ cried Jim as he saw that 

it was a nine pound ‘‘ muskie ”’ at the least, and 
promptly knocked it on the head. ‘* Where are 
we, fellows? ’’ 
* « Search me,’’ replied Billy, picking up the 
fish. ‘‘ But once in the air again and we’ll find 
home quick enough. Let’s go and get one or 
two more fish and this time remember to just 
bring them up to the top o’ the water till we can 
jerk ’em onto the shore.”’ 

‘“ That takes away all the fun o’ the fishin’, 
though,”’ objected Rube. ‘‘ Half the pleasure is 
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in playin’ these beauties. Just to pull ’em up 
and throw them out ain’t no fun.’’ 

« Well, we said we’d bring back some fish 
an’ we will,’ answered Billy doggedly. ‘‘ We 
can’t play ’em with these lines an’ it’s too 
risky anyway. So let’s get another an’ then 
we’ll go back.’’ 

As there was nothing better to be done the 
three boys once more climbed into the machine. 
The engine was started and they circled from 
the shore into the channel, not leaving the water. 
Drifting for a few moments, Rube soon got a 
strike and pulled up a large bass just after the 
aeroplane left the water. 

Once more Billy headed. for shore but this 
time, although he flew low, no convenient spot 
appeared, and not until they crossed the island 
on their left did they see a place large enough for 
the Dragonfly to land. Below them dangled the 
big fish, securely hooked, and when they reached 
the island Rube dropped him while the machine 
circled. 

This time Billy did not land in the water but 
on the sand. Just as he did so his arm touched 
the lever that controlled the ailerons, or wing- 
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tips. Instantly the machine swerved, lurched 
and came down on one side with a roll that 
. flung the aviators from their seats to the sand. 

‘« Great Scott!” exclaimed Jim, sitting up 
and locking around; ‘‘ anybody hurt? ”’ 

No one was and in an instant all three were 
up and at the side of the Dragonfly, which re- 
mained where it had touched the ground. At 
first sight Billy gave an exclamation of relief, 
for the fragile craft seemed uninjured. But a 
closer examination showed that when her left 
planes came down they had suffered a severe 
wrench. And the aileron hung uselessly. 

‘ Qood thing it’s no worse,’’ remarked Rube 
quietly as the extent of the damage was dis- 
closed. 

“I should say yes!’’ assented Billy. “I 
~“ thought sure the whole blamed thing was smashed. 
We can fix that up all right, can’t we, Rube? ’’ 

“« Yes, in a few hours,’’ replied Rube. ‘‘ We 
have all that is necessary back at the camp. 
Nothin’s busted except a couple o’ wires an’ a 
hinge.’’ 

“ Easy enough to say,” cried Jim, who had 
picked up the bass, ‘‘ but we’ve got to get back 
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to camp first. And remember, we’re a good ways 
from camp I guess.” 

The three stared at each other in dismay. 

‘“ That’s so,” declared Billy slowly, ‘‘ I reckon 
we are! What’ll we do, Rube? ”’ 

Rube looked around. ‘‘ What way from the 
camp are we?” 

Billy’s face fell. ‘‘ Didn’t keep track. Didn’t 
you? ”’ 

“ I was too excited,’’ confessed Jim. ‘‘ But, 
if she won’t fly, why won’t she swim, Billy? ”’ 

‘¢ She will,’’ exclaimed the owner, ‘‘ but she’ll 
go ’round in a circle, with this wing-tip busted. 
You see, I only calculated on rising and lookin’ 
for the camp. I never thought to watch our di- 
rection. But I reckon we’re north o’ the bunch, 
anyhow.’’ 

‘¢ She ought to steer on the water with her 
rudder alone,’’ suggested Rube, examining the 
damage again. ‘‘ Or we might use some kind o’ 
oar.’’ : 

‘“ No we won’t!’’ protested Billy quickly. 
‘¢ Nothin’ like that, ’cause we’d only run her 
up on a rock or on the shore somewhere an’ we 
might smash the whole thing. It’s only about 
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three o’clock. We can send up a couple o’ 
smokes.’’ 

‘¢ Sure,” put in Jim. “ We can’t be so very 
far away an’ the fellows’ll be on watch. Let’s 
make a couple of big smudges right off an’ the 
boys’ll be here before dark. Got a match, Billy? ”’ 

‘““Haven’t any. Have you, Rube? ”’ 

Rube searched his pockets hurriedly. 

‘Great Scott! Not a match, fellows! An’ 
our fire-sticks are all back in camp! What’ll 
we do?” 

The three stood silent for a moment, while 
in a near-by cedar a woodpecker began tapping — 
loudly. 

« Well,” said Jim slowly, at last, ‘‘I sup- 
pose we’ll have to get busy and make one. But 
it’ll take some time. I’ll make the bow, Rube, 
“and you fellows get the rest of it.” 


CHAPTER XVI 
THE LUCERFEE 


In spite of their best efforts it was over an 
hour before the boys could get a spark from 
the hastily improvised fire-stick. While at work 
they kept sharp watch but could see no distant 
smoke-signal. Finally they had two fires alight 
but not until the afternoon was waning. 

« We have two chances,’’ said Rube hopefully, 
as they watched their smudges rising. ‘‘ If the 
fellows don’t see our signals, our friends the 
enemy may.’’ 

None of the three knew of the morning’s 
events, and the attempt at the capture of the 
Dragonfly. But they were not a little alarmed 
at the thought of drawing upon themselves others 
than their own party. 

Finally the sun passed from sight without an 
answering smoke. 

« Well, we’ve got to make a night of it here, 
I guess,” concluded Billy. ‘‘ Good thing we 
got the fish! Let’s get up a shelter and’ have 

191 


192 The Boy Scouts of the Air 


supper. How’d a little o’ that venison steak do 
now, eh? ”’ 

‘“¢' You bet!’’ replied Jim hungrily. *‘ That 
was great, Billy. Where’d Henry get it, any- 
way? ’’ 

“ Probably from Bull Leach or St. Pierre,” 
laughed Billy. ‘‘ We aren’t anywhere near them, 
I hope! ”’ 

“ I don’t think so,” replied Rube, ‘* but I’m 
not a bit sure.’’ 

A shelter was hastily constructed while there 
was enough light to see by and then a part of 
the muskie was prepared, In spite of the lack 
of salt and bread the three boys were so hun- 
gry that the fish vanished rapidly. 

““Goin’ to stand watch to-night?’’ asked 
Jim. Rube yawned and laughed. | 

‘“T should say not! We’ll drop off to sleep 
and forget about it. There’s no use standin’ 
watch when nobody knows we’re here.’’ 

The three tired scouts then stretched out on 
their bed of pine branches beneath the shelter 
and watched the little fire outside. There was 
no sound save the faint beat of the waves on the 
shore and the boys were just dropping off to 
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sleep when suddenly, from the trees at the edge 
of the clearing, came a wild screech that chilled 
each drowsy boy. — 

< Wow! What’s that? ” cried Rube in alarm, 
all three springing up. 

‘Nothing very bad; only a lynx,” laughed 
Billy at last. ‘‘ I guess we must be on the main- 
land instead of an island after all.’’ 

“< A lynx!” exclaimed Jim. ‘*‘ Why, I thought 
lynxes were only found in Canada! ’’ 

“ Not on your life! ’’ returned Billy. ‘‘ They 
won’t hurt a man, though, ’less he attacks one.’’ 

Another wild screech sounded, followed by a 
mingled yowling and spitting that tore the silence 
to shreds and sent cold shivers down the spines 
of the two city boys. 

‘¢ Must be fightin’,’’ remarked Billy as a heavy 
crashing sounded in the edge of the clearing. 
« Throw some wood on the fire an’ scare ’em 
off.”’ 

Evidently a fierce struggle was going on, 
judging from the sounds of conflict and the 
wild vocal clamor that arose. Jim tore off a 
strip of birch bark and flung it on the fire. As 
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it blazed up, Billy seized a club and ran toward 
the noise, which died away instantly. 

‘« Come along fellers!’’ he shouted as he 
darted into the bushes. With a little trepida- 
tion the other two followed and then, by the 
blaze of the fire, they made out a form thrash- 
ing about on the ground. This Billy was 
valiantly belaboring with his club. As they came 
up the animal’s struggles ceased and Billy 
dropped his stick. 

‘“‘He’s only stunned,’’ he exclaimed ex- 
citedly. ‘‘ Drag him into the open and we'll tie 
him up before he comes to.”’ 

Billy and Rube courageously seized the animal 
and carried it into the light. Here they saw that 
it was a lynx, with gray, bob-tailed body bearing 
a close resemblance to that of a cat. The animal 
© was clawed and torn, but alive. 

“ He didn’t get away in time,’’ shouted Billy 
triumphantly. ‘‘I guess he was too interested 
in the scrap an’ I knocked him silly. Get him tied 
up, quick! ”’ 

Using their handkerchiefs and bits of stray 
string the boys soon had the animal securely 
bound. It did not seem seriously injured, and 
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when its captors had tied its jaws together and 
wrapped it in rough bandages they left it by the 
fire and returned to their shelter. 

‘“ We’ll take him in an’ sell him or mebbe keep 
him,’’ declared Rube settling down once more. 
‘* Too wild to tame, I reckon.’’ 

‘« Jim Adams thought he had a young one tamed 
last summer,’’ chuckled Billy. ‘‘ First time he 
let him out on the street he jumped Fryman’s 
dog, left him dead, and when Fryman tried to in- 
terfere, the lucerfee— that’s what we call ’em 
— went for him and tore an ear off him before 
Jim Adams clubbed the beast off an’ shot him.’’ 

‘ No, thanks,’’ replied Rube, ‘‘ we won’t tame 
him! Well, let’s get to sleep. Good night! ’’ 

In an hour the camp was slumbering peace- 
fully. The fire had died down to a red glow and 
the helpless lynx, unable to move or cry, lay be- 
tween the fire and the Dragonfly. 

Some hours later the moon rose, big and full. 
From across the water it sent long shadows from 
the trees on the farther islands. Had the boys 
been awake they might have seen a dark speck 
that hung in these shadows, advancing slowly 
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without entering the path of moonlight and with 


not a sound to betray its coming. 

It came straight toward the tiny red spot that 
betrayed the dying fire. As it drew nearer, the 
speck resolved itself into a light canoe contain- 
ing two men, who paddled without splash or 
sound, their eyes fixed on the Dragonfly, whose 
silk planes were now shimmering in the moon- 
light. 

Slowly the canoe advanced up the shadow-path 
on the water until the shadows ended. Then, with 
a short, quick paddle-stroke that sent the light 
craft quivering up to the sand the rowers silently 
beached the craft. 

“ All asleep,” whispered one of the men. 

« How many d’ye see, Tom? ” 

‘< Three,” whispered the other as cautiously. 


Rice Billy Waldron’s one.’’ 


‘ We’ll learn that durned young cuss to keep 
out o?’ business what ain’t his,’’ muttered the 
first as the two stepped lightly on the sand. 


‘* That’s the thing,’’ whispered Tom, pointing 


to the moonlit hydro-aeroplane. ‘‘ Purty, ain’t 
she, Bill? ”’ 
‘< Shucks! Ye’re too cussed sentimental,’’ 
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grunted Bill Falass disgustedly. ‘‘ Wait till we 
put an axe into her!” 

‘ Thar’s the shelter,’’ returned the other, not- 
ing the brush ‘‘ tent ” beyond the fire. ‘‘ Wake 
’em up, Bill? ”’ 

**T’d like to wake ’em with this— only it’d 
draw the others down on us.’’ 

“ Right! ’’ interposed Tom Reycraft, seizing 
the gun. ‘‘ None o’ that Bill. Not no more. P'U 
never fergit that Gov’ment feller last fall — ”’ 

‘“ Shut up, ye fool! ’’ returned Falass wheel- 
ing on him savagely. ‘‘ I didn’t mean that way. 
But keep yer eye on young Waldron. I reckon 
the other two ain’t goin’ to make no trouble.’’ 

So saying the men advanced toward the brush 
shelter, making no effort to lighten their foot- 
steps. As they came to its front, Rube’s form 
arose and he asked sleepily: 

« Who’s there?”’ 

« Ye’ll know soon enough! Come on out o’ 
that, now! ’’ growled Bill Falass. 

« Wake up, fellows! ’’ cried Jim, springing up. 
The other two leaped up with him. They fell 
back, however, at sight of the two men who stood 
with rifles half-raised. 
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‘¢ Hello, Billy! ” grinned Tom. 

« Why, it’s Tom Reycraft and Bill Falass! ’’ 
exclaimed Billy, still half asleep. 

« Guess that’s so,’’ grunted Bill. 

‘¢ What d’you mean by this? ’? demanded Rube 
hotly, at last thoroughly aroused. ‘‘Is this a 
hold-up? ’’ | 

After a short inspection of the three boys, Fa- 
lass turned to his companion with a wide grin. 

“« How about it, Tom? Whatever do we mean, 
anyhow? Do ye reckon this is or this ain’t a 
hold-up? I’m plumb stumped! ’’ 

‘ Search me,’’ grinned Reycraft in reply, his 
tobacco-stained fangs showing in the moonlight. 
The boys were standing half in the shadow. 

“ T’m not jokin’,’’? began Rube angrily, with a 
step forward. Bill had his gun up like a flash. 

“ Stay thar!’’ he roared. ‘* We ain’t jokin’ 
neither, young feller, an’ don’t ye fergit it! Got 
any guns? ”’ 

“ No,” replied Billy. ‘‘ Nothing but a fish 
line, Bill.’’ 

‘« Well, I guess we can take yer word fer it,” 
conceded Tom. ‘‘ Now set down over by the fire.’’ 

The three angry but helpless boys obeyed. 
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After a short consultation the two lumberjacks 
joined them, sitting down with their rifles across 
their knees. 

“ Don’t try no foolin’, now,’’ cautioned Bill 
grimly. ‘‘ We ain’t allowin’ to hurt ye, none 
whatever.’’ 

‘¢ Then what does this mean? ’’ went on the per- 
plexed Rube. 

« Well,’’ replied Tom throwing a few sticks on 
the fire, ‘‘ I seen yer smoke ’bout sundown; so 
I wanders over this way an’ seen who ye were.’’ 

« Why didn’t you stop in and help us? ” asked 
Jim. . 

‘¢ Ain’t in that business,’’ replied the man, with 
a laugh. ‘‘ Ye see, Bull an’ Saint an’ me lost 
our guns yisterday mornin’, an’ seein’s we only 
had one extry in camp, Bull an’ Saint goes back 
to town fer new ones.’’ 

He paused and both men looked at the three 
boys meaningly. The latter, however, were wholly 
puzzled, knowing nothing of the Dragonfly’s ad- 
venture of that morning. 

“« Well, what about it? ’’ asked Rube yawning. 
« What has that got to do with us? ”’ 

‘¢ Tt was you fellers ’at dumped them rifles in 
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the lake! ’’ roared Falass with sudden anger. 
“ Don’t try none o’ yer games! ”’ 

Explanations followed promptly, Billy assur- 
ing the two men that none of the three knew any- 
thing of what had happened. Thereupon Tom 
described how they had attempted to hold up 
the Dragonfly, and the ensuing events. Even 
Bill relaxed slightly at the story of his compan- 
ions’ discomfiture, but only momentarily. 

‘‘ Thar Henry set,’’ concluded Tom with indig- 
nation, ‘‘ never makin’ a move to help us! That 
made Bull mad! He cussed old man McConnell 
all the way home to the — ”’ 

‘ Shut up! ’’ ordered Bill suddenly. ‘‘ Ye talk 
too much, T'om.’’ 

‘« Well,’’ asked Rube, laughing in spite of him- 
self, ‘‘ which one of you did shoot at the ma- 
» chine that day? ” 

“ It was me,” returned Bill promptly. ‘‘ But 
there ain’t goin’ to be no more chance fer that 
blamed thing to git over our camp! ’’ 

“ Look here, fellers,’’ cried Billy, suddenly 
understanding. ‘‘ Give me a show! We ain’t 
aimin’ to interfere with your affairs. That’s 
straight, Bill! Don’t do nothin’ to that machine 
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an’ I’ll promise you we won’t come near your 
place.’’ 

Tom seemed to be thinking, but Bill shook his 
head slowly. 

‘‘ Won’t work, Billy. I believe ye all right but 
them fellers with ye ain’t up here ferfun. If they 
air it ain’t my kind o’ fun. No, I reckon we’d 
better git the axe outen the canoe, Tom, an’ git 
busy. Goin’ to git daylight purty quick.’’ 

Indeed, the stars were already disappearing 
and a faint gray was stealing over the sky as the 
woodsman arose and went down to the canoe, Tom 
remaining to guard the campers. Presently Bill 
called him and he too arose, evidently thinking 
the boys were safely to be left alone. 

A moment later Billy gave a jump. 

‘t Where’s that Iucerfee?’’ he whispered to 
Rube. 

“ Right beside me. Why? ”’ 

‘¢ Why, they ain’t seen it! I’ll cut the strings 
and throw the feller at ’em if I git the chance. 
Then we’ll make a break for that canoe! ’’ 

«Too risky, Billy,” said Jim anxiously. 
« You’d get all clawed up!” 

‘¢ Shucks!” Billy changed places with Rube 
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just as Tom and Bill came up with the axe. With 
a passing glance at the three, the woodsmen ap- 
proached the Dragonfly, looking for the best place 
to begin their work of destruction. At this mo- 
ment Billy took out his knife and in the dim 
shadow caught the captive animal by the neck, 
his eyes on the two men standing together a few 
feet beyond the fire. Then he swiftly passed his 
knife across the cords, ripped the handkerchief 
from the jaws of the now lively lynx, and with 
a great heave, flung the forty pounds of muscle 
and claws full on the shoulders of the two men. 


CHAPTER XVII 
TRANSPORTING PRISONERS 


With a spit of indignant rage the lynx landed, 
using teeth and claws savagely. A yell of pain 
and terror went up as the two men turned, trying 
to beat the animal off their backs. Then the boys 
saw Bill’s face spurt blood after one savage swipe 
of a forepaw and the two woodsmen broke for 
the water, yelling. 

«t Quick! Get their guns!’’ shouted Billy, 
changing his plan in an instant. He and Rube 
caught up the rifles while Jim grabbed the axe 
and all started for the boat. 

Tom had flung himself headfirst into the lake 
in mad agony and fear, with the animal still cling- 
ing to him. As Jim ran up, the lynx was just 
climbing out onto the shore and it turned on him 
with a snarl. 

Jim, not wanting to hurt the animal that had 
saved them, would have rushed on but the lynx’s 
powerful hind-quarters shot him straight at the 
the boy’s head. Springing out of the way, 
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Jim brought down the axe with one hand just 
as the lynx hit the ground, and the fight was over. 

Billy and Rube reached the water at the same 
instant and raised the rifles as the two woodsmen, 
bleeding, angry and swearing, rose from the 
water. 

‘¢ Put yer hands up!’’ yelled Billy. The two 
promptly obeyed and started toward the shore. 

‘¢ Where did that blamed lucerfee come from? ”’ 
grunted Bill as the three boys bound his hands 
tightly together. Tom, who was bleeding pro- 
fusely from scratches across the neck and 
shoulders, only grinned. 

‘¢ Ain’t you the responsible party, Billy? ”’ 

‘¢T’ll be responsible for a lot more if you 
don’t keep your hands up,’’ replied Billy, put- 
ting the muzzle of his gun beneath Tom’s nose. 

. When the two men were bound, Rube took a first- 
aid bandage from his tunic and with Jim’s help 
, bound up their wounds. Bill had suffered se- 

verely in the face and neck, but his temper seemed 
to have suffered even more. 

‘¢T’ll learn ye!” he cried angrily, unmindful 
of the bandages on his wounds. ‘‘ Jest wait, 
Billy Waldron, till I git my hands on ye! ”’ 
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‘t That so? ” remarked Billy with a grin. “I 
guess you’ll set quiet for a spell first, Bill. Say, 
if I thought I was named after you, I’d— ”’ 

They glared at each other while Tom laughed. 

“ It was a cute trick, all right,’? remarked the 
latter. ‘‘ Guess you fellers got us dead to 
rights!” 

Rube explained where the lynx had come from, 
much to the disgust of the two eo who had 
not noticed it in the shadow. 

« Well, Rube, what next? °’ asked Jim. The 
sky was streaking into dawn now and Rube sat 
quietly for a moment. Then he turned to the 
captives. 

‘¢ St. Pierre and Leach won’t be back right 
away I suppose? ’’ 

He spoke in a casual tone and Tom fell into the 
trap. 

“« Oh, not fer a couple o’ days, I— ”’ 

His companion stopped him with a savage curse 
but Rube had learned what he wanted to know. 

‘ Look here! ’’ he said to Falass. ‘‘ We’ll take 
your canoe an’ if you promise to wait here we’ll 
take your word for it. If not, we’ll tie .you up 
till we can get baek. If you’ll promise to stay 
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safely, we’ll bring you the canoe again as soon 
as our bus’ness is done or we'll see ’at you get 
out all right.” 

‘¢ We can’t get away anyhow,’’ growled Falass, 
“ there ain’t nothin’ but swamps ’round here. 
I guess we’re willin’ to stay.’’ 

Billy and Jim understood instantly that the 
woodsmen were trapped and, as the others had 
gone to Walloon, the way to the eagles’ nest was 
open. As Tom Reycraft joined his comrade in 
his surrender Rube cut their bonds and allowed 
them to sit up. Billy, however, kept one of the ~ 
rifles trained on them in order to avoid any pos- 
sible risk. 

« All ready,” announced Rube. ‘‘ We’ll tow 
the machine and get her fixed up as soon as we 
get home.” 

¿ While Billy, rifle in hand, stood guard, the 
other two boys turned to the Dragonfly. Run- 
ning her down to the beach, they attached one 
of the broken wires to the canoe, in which lay 
two paddles. 

“ T’Il sit and steer her,’’ said Billy, ‘‘ while 
you two chaps paddle. That’ll help a lot.’ 

He then took his seat, the others got into the, 
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canoe, and the oddly-assorted craft left the 
shore slowly. Billy’s management of the rud- 
der proved a great help indeed and, steering 
south, they soon left the camp out of sight. A 
last glance showed Falass and Reycraft stand- 
ing silently on the shore like two marooned 
sailors. 

As they emerged from the maze of islands in- 
to the channel proper Jim gave a shout. 

‘ There’s a smoke! ”’ 

Sure enough, two smokes were seen to the 
northwest and the boys headed directly for them. 
Half an hour later a canoe came in sight and 
the three wanderers greeted Bob, Sis and Red 
with shouts of joy and delight. 

‘¢ Where’d you spring from? ”’ cried Rube. 

‘““We’re all out after you,’’ replied Bob. 
‘¢ What’s happened? Fall?” 

Then followed the story of what had occurred 
during the last few hours. Sis gave a whistle 
of amazement when the story concluded. 

‘¢ Well,’ he exclaimed, ‘‘ I guess the way is 
open now, Bob! Let’s get the Dragonfly fixed, 
go and find Mr. King, and clean things up while 
the whole crowd is gone!’ 


208 The Boy Scouts of the Air 


« Who’s King? What do you mean?”’’ in- 
quired the others. Bob told them about finding 
the man on the island, for he thought there 
would be no harm in divulging the secret now. 
His story was greeted in turn with astonish- 
ment. 

‘¢ So you see, fellows,’’ concluded the leader, 
‘‘we’re under his orders now. He told us to 
call for him the third day, which would be to- 
morrow. But, under the circumstances, I think 
we’re justified in rousing him up to-day.”’ 

“ I’m not so sure ’bout that,’’ replied Rube, 
shaking his head. ‘‘ Orders are orders. And he 
may have had-his reasons for giving those very 
orders. Better go back and find Falass and Rey- 
craft and get them away somewheres. They 
can’t do any harm, since they have no guns. 
* But, to tell the truth, I kind o’ hate to come up 
here and make trouble.”’ 

“ I rather feel that way, too,’’? admitted Bob. 
‘“ Yet we’ve had provocation enough. Then 
there’s Zike — you know how he is when he gets 
started. He’ll never quit now until somethin’ 
happens. Mr. King told us that all he wanted 
was proof that smugglin’ was goin’ on. He 
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ain’t goin’ to make any arrests, however. Sup- 
pose — ”’ 

‘< Then,’’ broke in Sis eagerly, ‘‘ let’s go back 
and set those two men free. In the Dragonfly 
we can carry ’em one at a time back toward 
Walloon, give ’em warnin’ their game is dis- 
covered an’ tell ’em they’d better skip! ”’ 

The others stared at him a moment and then 
Bob gave a shout. 

Good for you, Sis! That’s the very thing, 
fellows! ”’ 

« Yes, I reckon it is,” Billy nodded. ‘‘ That 
way it won’t make no hard feelings, either. 
They’ll be out of the way to-morrow an’ we can 
run over and poke around all we want.’’ 

‘< Tt’s a good plan, all right,’’ said Red, “‘ but 
supposin’ those two men don’t want to go? ’”’ 

‘¢ They can’t help themselves,’’ laughed Billy. 
“ I tell you, Boney, suppose you, Zike and I go 
over in the machine as soon as we get her fixed. 
You’re the boss an’ ought to run the job. If 
Falass and Reycraft start anything, Zike’ll have 
his automatic handy. That’ll make ’em agree- 
able to most anything we have to say. Once 
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they get up in the air they’ll be too blamed 
scared to do more’n hang on tight! ”’ 

« You’re right, Billy,’? approved Bob. ‘*‘ We 
can take ’em up the river several miles an’ set 
them loose. They can’t get lost, can they? ”’ 

‘Lost? ’? repeated Billy scornfully, ‘‘ why, 
you couldn’t lose them fellers — fellows — any- 
where between here and the Grand Marais. 
They’ll tramp on to Walloon an’ in about two 
hours after they get there the whole gang’ll light 
out for parts unknown.’’ 

Shortly after this they came in sight of the 
canoe containing Henry, Chuck and Zike, and 
with this help the camp was reached long before 
noon. While the others prepared dinner, Billy, 
Rube and Zike fell to work on the Dragonfly, 
announcing that an hour’s labor would repair 
“the damage. 

Right after dinner Bob held a council of war 
at which Henry was present. Bob related the 
story told by the three aeroplane-fishermen and 
told of his meeting with Mr. King. He then turned 
to Henry who had sat listening with a puzzled face. 

‘“Now, Henry,” Bob added, ‘‘ it’s up to you. 
You can either light out in your canoe right now, 
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in which case I won’t promise you anything, or you 
ean throw in your lot with us, an’ Mr. King’ll 
never know that you are one o’ the bunch.”’ 

“ I ain’t, neither,’’? objected Henry at once. 
Bob grinned. 

‘“ You’re mighty thick with ’em, though! 
Which’ll you do? ”’ 

Henry Jooked around the circle of faces. 

‘< Well,’’ he drawled at last, ‘‘ I ain’t lyin’. I 
was in the gang an’ I pulled out consid’ble money, 
too. But some things they done last fall kind o’ 
got on my nerves an’ I quit cold. When ye come 
along I stood by ’em, fer the sake o’ old times, 
that’s all.’’ 

‘¢ Then you’re with us?’’ asked Bob sharply. 

Henry nodded and extended his hand, which 
Bob shook heartily. 

‘¢ All right, fellows! ’’ he cried joyfully. ‘‘ Is 
the Dragonfly ready? ”’ 

‘ Not yet,” replied Zike springing up, ‘‘ but 
she will be pretty soon.”’ 

In half an hour the broken aileron was tested 
satisfactorily and the repaired braces were pro- 
nounced as good as new. Billy took the aviator’s 
seat, with Bob and Zike as passengers, and once 
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more the little island reéchoed the throb and hum 
of the motor as the machine rose steadily. 

All the other boys were disappointed that they 
were not to be of the party but as there was only 
room for three, Billy promised that he would stop 
in for gasoline on the way back, after taking one 
of the men up the river, and would yield a place 
to Rube. ; 

Up and up the machine circled, then darted off 
to the north, just above the tree tops. The boys 
had no certain knowledge of their position the 
night before but were confident that they could 
find the spot again. In half an hour Billy, with 
an exclamation of satisfaction, recognized an 
island they were circling over as one near their 
camp of the night before. 

‘ There we are! ’’ he shouted as the Dragonfly 
swooped down to the water. Right before 
them appeared the open glade with Bill Fa- 
lass and Tom Reycraft sitting stoically, en- 
joying the sunlight. Although Zike had his re- 
volver, it was seen at once that there was no need 
for it as the two men had evidently yielded to 
their fate with resignation. 
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Bob told them about Mr. King, and of what he 
and the other scouts had found themselves. 

« Your game’s up, Falass,’’ he concluded. 
““ Now, we are goin’ to carry you two fellows up 
south to the Tahquamenon, leave you there, and 
come back and meet Mr. King. That’ll give you 
plenty o’ time to make your getaway and tip off 
the others, for it’ll be a week anyway before any 
government men can get here.”’ 

‘ Think ye’re goin’ to carry me in that con- 
traption? ’’ scowled Bill. ‘‘ Not if I knows it!” . 

< Why not? ’’ exclaimed Bob, surprised. ‘‘ Qo- 
in’ to swim, are you? ”’ 

« No, I ain’t,’’ returned the woodsman. ‘‘ I’m 
tired o’ this buttin’ in game, that’s all. What 
are ye stickin’ yer noses into my affairs fer, any- 
way? ” 

At this Zike lost his temper. Handing the auto- 
matic to Bob, he planted himself before Falass, 
caught the lumberjack’s collar, and with a savage 
yank jerked him to his feet. 

‘« You blamed coward! ’’ he said, very lowe 
and distinctly. ‘‘ So you’re the fellow that shot 
up at me the other day, are you? I suppose you 
put that Government man out of the way last 
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fall the same way, eh? You ought to be glad — 
we’re lettin’ you off so easy, you low-down, good- 
for-nothing loafer! If you weren’t all torn up 
I’d smash your ugly face in! ”’ 

Zike’s face was set dangerously and the muscle 
in his cheek was working. The others, who ex- 
pected that the lumberjack would spring on him, 
were surprised to see Falass turn pale and re- 
treat a step as Zike mentioned the Government 
man. Bob, however, interposed. 

« None of that, Zike. He could probably beat 
your head off right now, so shut up. As to the 
Government man, that’s not our business. Now, 
are you going to get in that machine, Falass? ’’ 

Without a word the scowling man obeyed. 
Bob handed the revolver back to Zike and turned 
to Reycraft. 

‘“ How about you? You seem rather a decent 
sort. If you’ll give your word not to start any- 
thing, Zike can stay here with you.’’ 

‘‘Game’s up, pard,’?’ Tom answered simply. 
‘¢ What you say goes.” | 

Bob took his place in the machine, with a warn- 
ing to Falass not to change his position in the 
least, and Billy leaned forward and started the 
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engine. The Dragonfly was in the water, for the 
open glade was not long enough to start her off, . 
and after a moment she rose gracefully, her pon- 
toons dripping, and began the southward flight. 
Zike and Tom Reycraft stood watching her out 
of sight. 


CHAPTER XVIII 
BOMB-THROWING EXTRAORDINARY 


The Dragonfly went up about five hundred feet 
before Billy dropped his planes. He was de- 
termined to keep Bill Falass in some fear, think- 
ing that the only way to hold the man under 
control. This theory proved correct, for Falass 
hung to the brace like grim death, afraid to move 
the fraction of an inch. 

This was the most ambitious flight the boys 
had yet attempted, for Billy intended going about 
five miles to the southeast, until they struck the 
Tahquamenon, their own camp being on the Little 
Two Hearted. He was flying by compass alone, 
having left the maze of swamp, island and lake 
“ behind, and was watching the wooded country. 

The machine was making good time, for Billy 
was in a hurry, although the engine was not 
working at full speed. Suddenly the explosions 
missed, died away, and the machine dropped. 

Instantly Billy threw up the horizontal lever 
and began a volplane, although there was noth- 
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ing below but woods. As he did so, he tried des- 
perately to start the engine. As he heard a 
groan from Falass, with a series of rapid ex- 
plosions the motor started again. Billy quick- 
ened it to full speed, for there was no place 
below to land. 

He glanced at Bob a moment later with a sigh 
of relief. The leader’s face was white but there 
were no signs of fear in it compared to that in 
the countenance of Falass. Billy leaned toward 
the latter. 

‘ Quite a nice little coast, wasn’t it, Bill? 

Falass turned a white face toward him. 

“« Did ye do that a-purpose?’’ he asked 
hoarsely, and Billy laughed as he straightened 
up again, the woodman’s wondering eyes fixed 
on him. Five minutes later the Tahquamenon 
came in sight and, as there was no clear place 
to land, Billy brought the Dragonfiy down into 
the center of the stream and in toward the shore. 

« You'll have to hop out, Bill,’’ he explained, 
having stopped the motor. ‘‘ Sorry we can’t 
land you on the shore but you can go right up- 
stream to Walloon.’’ 

Falass seemed to have changed his attitude. 
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When he turned around, having stepped knee- 
deep into the stream, his scowl was gone. 

‘¢ Say,” he exclaimed abruptly, ‘‘I’m kind o’ 
sorry ’bout treatin’ ye the way we done. But 
— there wasn’t no way else. Be ye goin’ to bring 
Tom over? ”’ 

« Yes, you’d better wait for him,” answered 
Bob as Billy nodded. 

« We’ve got some canoes not far away. We- 
can git to Walloon in the mornin’. Well, so 
long! ” 

He waded ashore, the two boys looking after 
him. 

« What’s wrong with the engine, Billy? ’’ asked 
Bob finally in a low voice. ‘‘ That was terrible, 
for a minute! ”’ 

“ It was close, you bet! ’’ admitted Billy look- 
¿ing over the engine. ‘‘ It was the ignition, I 
think. Anyway, we’ll try her again an’ hurry 
back to camp. 

In five minutes they were flying back, taking 
careful sights in order to land Tom at the same 
place. When they had sighted the Little Two 
Hearted once more and saw their camp-smoke as- 
cending, Billy brought the machine around and 
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landed with scarcely a jar in front of the 
** hangar.’’ 

While Rube filled the gasoline tank and pre- 
pared to take Billy’s place, it was decided that he 
should take her alone in order to save a return 
trip after landing Tom to the south. So, after 
testing the engine thoroughly, he arose and dis- 
appeared to the north, with full instructions from 
Billy as to landmarks. 

‘ Isn’t she a beaut! ’? commented Chuck as the 
crowd watched the aeroplane wheel around and 
vanish. ‘‘ And to think I named her, too! It 
takes your Uncle Charley to name them things! ”’ 

Chuck’s laugh died away as Sis turned to Billy. 
“ Billy, do you know why Chuck named her the 
Dragonfly? ” 

« No,” replied Billy, scenting a joke on Chuck. 
‘¢ Why?” 3 

Sis told him, and Billy, assuming terrible wrath, 
pursued Chuck to the lake where he ducked him 
in the shallow water, getting well splashed 
himself, 

‘¢ All right, fellows,’’ he laughed, returning with 
his dripping captive, ‘‘ I guess I deserved it, any- 
how. What’s on for us now, Boney? ”’ 
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“« That’s up to you fellows,’’ replied the patrol 
leader. ‘‘ How about a fishin’ trip — real fishin’ 
this time? ”’ 

“« Come along,’’ said Henry, ‘‘ an’ I’ll show 
ye the best pickerel bed in the upper peninsula! ”’ 

It was unanimously voted that the afternoon be 
spent in fishing, so the patrol adjourned to the 
canoes with lines and rods and left the camp de- 
serted. 

An hour later the Dragonfly came back safely, 
Zike and Rube aboard. They had taken Tom to 
the Tahquamenon and left him with Falass to 
make the best of their way to Walloon. There 
had been no further trouble with the engine and 
Zike was in high spirits at thought of the next 
day. 

‘When they found no one at home they guessed 
at once that the party had gone fishing. 

« How much gas is left, Rube? ’’ asked Zike 
with a twinkle. Rube went to the ‘‘ hangar ’’ 
and investigated. 

‘* *Bout enough to fill her up once more,’’ he re- 
ported. As the gauge showed there was enough 
in. the tank for a short flight, Zike motioned to 
Rube to jump in, springing to the pilot’s seat 
himself. } 
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“ Wait,” he cried, ‘‘ get some of those old fish 
heads — if Chuck hasn’t buried them yet.’’ 

‘* What for? ” asked Rube as he returned with 
three or four fish heads. 

‘‘T’ll show you, if we find ’em!’’ chuckled 
Zike. 

“ Oh, I see! ’’ laughed Rube, climbing aboard 
in delight. ‘‘ A little bomb dropping, eh? ’’ 

Zike nodded, as the engine sputtered and 
throbbed and they were soon above the trees. 
As they went higher Zike caught sight of three 
canoes far to the south, in a broad, sluggish 
channel. He headed for them at a height of six 
hundred feet. 

A faint shout came from below and when the 
aviators were directly over the canoes, Rube 
dropped a fish head. It glinted down through the 
air and, looking over, the two boys could see a faint 
splash near Henry’s canoe. It was followed at 
once by a yell. 

“< Give ’em another, Rube, while I circle back! ”’ 
laughed Zike bringing the Dragonfly around over 
the canoes again. This time Rube dropped all his 
load and another yell ascended in reply. 

Rube snickered. They headed north again, for 
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the gas was running low. Zike was staying pretty 
high and when they were over the camp once more - 
Rube heard him shout: 

‘ Look up north, Rube, in the channel! ’’ 

There, glistening in the afternoon sunlight, was 
a speck of white. 

‘“ Boat,” shouted Rube. ‘‘ Smugglers, like as — 
not! ”’ 

Zike nodded and swung the machine around 
again with an eye on the gasoline gauge. He cal- 
culated that there would be enough to carry them 
a mile or two, and back to the camp, so he went 
ahead for a look at the boat. 

They sailed along steadily, but, just before 
reaching a point from which a good view of the 
craft could be obtained, Zike shook his head re- 
gretfully and slowly circled. 

‘ Can’t risk it,’’? he explained to Rube. They 
headed back to camp on a downward slant that 
brought them home again just as the engine slowed 
down and stopped. They lighted just in front of 
the camp. Rube plunged overboard and towed 
the Dragonfly in to shore where they drew it up 
in safety. 

‘* Golly, I was scared then for sure that time,” 
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admitted Zike with a deep breath of relief. ‘I 
thought that gas was goin’ to give out while we 
were up there an’ o’ course that’d mean a vol- 
plane.’’ 

They drew the machine into the ‘ hangar,’’ 
filled the tank with the remaining gasoline and 
then went over the engine carefully. It was 
nearly sunset before they finished. They then 
built the fire for the returning fishermen, who soon 
showed up with good strings. 

The three canoes touched shore together and 
the entire party made a rush for the two jokers. 
The boys defended themselves in vain. While 
Henry looked on in high glee, offering advice be- 
tween chuckles, Zike and Rube were rushed, 
stripped despite their struggles and carried to the 
lake where they were properly and sufficiently 
ducked. 

The two managed, however, to draw Bob and 
Jim down with them, after which all four made 
a dash for the fire, shouting and laughing. Then 
Rube recovered sufficiently to tell about the sail 
they had seen to the north. 

‘¢That’s so,’’ exclaimed Sis also sobering 
down, ‘‘ we clean forgot about that boat! Who 
is it, Henry? ’’ 
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The guide, however, shook his head. ‘‘ Bunch 
from Canada, never mind who. Three fellers, 
usually. I reckon they come up the river the other 
day when ye seen ’em first. But no tellin’ where 
they’re goin’ now. I s’pose they brought some 
stuff along.’’ 

‘¢Where’s your regular camp? ’’ asked Bob 

quickly. ` . 
_ «& Well,” replied Henry, ‘‘ we have our hole- 
up where them eagles is, but usually there’s a dif- 
ferent place each time fer the stuff to be left an’ 
called fer. Ye see, them fellers from Canada mark 
an island with a stick an’ eagle feather, jest like 
ye reckoned they done. Then they blaze a tree 
on that island an’ leave the stuff there, markin’ 
another an’ tellin’ about it on the blaze. Git 
that? ”’ 

‘ Then,’’ he went on as the boys nodded, ‘* us 
fellers knowed ’bout where that island would be. 
We hunted ’round an’ found the markin’, then 
blazed a tree an’ left the money. Worked like a 
endless chain.’’ 

The party had brought back a good string of 
pickerel, Art having a ten-pounder, while Red and ` 
Sis had each caught a ‘‘ muskie.’’ That evening 
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they had a big fish dinner, Henry rolling up his 
sleeves and making biscuits, his great specialty. 
As this was the first time he had condescended 
to do any cooking it was appreciated by all. 

After supper they sat around until late dis- 
cussing the morrow’s program, and Bob suggested 
that it would be safe to go for Mr. King in the 
morning instead of waiting till the afternoon. 

‘““ Orders are orders,” objected Rube stub- 
bornly. ‘‘ If he said to come for him at four in 
the afternoon he had his reasons.” 

“ But he didn’t know that everything would 
be safe before then,’’ argued Sis. 

« Doesn’t matter,’’ declared Rube. ‘‘ We don’t 
know for sure that that boat is going away. He 
may be waitin’ — ”’ 

‘¢ But he didn’t know about any boat till we 
told him! ’’ insisted Bob. ‘‘ He didn’t know any- 
thing about anything till we told him! ”’ 

The more Bob and Sis argued, the more stub- 
born Rube grew in insisting that they should 
obey orders. The sentiment of the rest, however, 
was against him, for all the boys were eager to 
meet Mr. King and find the real eagles’ nest as 
soon as possible. Rube finally gave up the fight 
in disgust. 
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« All right, Bob,” he laughed, ‘‘ you’re the 
leader. But I tell you you’ll be sorry if you don’t 
obey orders.”’ 

« We’ll see about ‘that,’ exclaimed Bob. 
‘¢ Zike, we’ll start in the morning right after 
breakfast. You give us about an hour’s start, 
then head northeast. We’ll send up a single 
smoke. You can head for that. If you don’t see 
the smoke, you’ll know something’s wrong. Then 
come right along.’’ 

‘¢ I suppose you’ll come with us in the canoes, 
Henry? ’’ asked Sis. 

“ I reckon so,’’ grunted the guide. ‘‘ I won’t 
do no guidin’, though.’’ 

‘« You don’t need to,’’ answered Sis. ‘* We’ll 
find the island just as quickly without you, don’t 
worry!” 3 

They soon retired to their shacks while Henry 
remained by the fire with his pipe as usual. Bob 
found it difficult to sleep, for some reason, and 
after a time wandered out to join the guide. 

“ I hope you won’t get into any trouble with 
your old friends on account of this affair, 
Henry? ’’ he began sitting down. 

‘ Shucks!” the guide grunted. ‘‘ They ain’t 
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huntin’ trouble with me—not them. I reckon 
they’ll go back to lumberin’ now fer a spell. 
““ Say, why don’t ye stick to orders? ”’ 

‘““ How do you mean? What Rube and I were 
arguing about? ’’ asked Bob in surprise. 

““ Ye got the best o’ the argument, o’ course. 
But I got a feelin’ that we’d better wait,’’ went 
on Henry. ‘‘I ain’t got nothin’ to go on—it’s | 
jest a feelin’.’’ 

Bob, who was just as determined in his way as 
Rube was in his, laughed and dismissed the sub- 
ject. But as he dropped off to sleep, he won- 
dered if he was right. 
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CHAPTER XIX 
BOB DISOBEYS ORDERS 


After a breakfast of flapjacks and bacon and 
coffee, the patrol cleaned up and prepared for 
the expedition. All useless luggage was left be- 
hind but each boy carried his twenty-two calibre 
repeater; Sis was laden with his camera and each 
scout carried rations for a day. 

Bob placed Zike in charge of the Dragonfly 
and left him and his crew looking over the ma- 
chine. Crowded into the two big canoes the 
patrol passed out of sight around the island and 
thence into the labyrinth of smaller islands and 
swamp-channels. 

To the three waiting behind, the time passed 
slowly enough. They had nothing to do as the 
Dragonfly seemed in perfect order. Zike, to 
vary the monotony, took the ‘‘ Golden Eagle ’’ 
flag from Bob’s staff, which had been left in camp, 
and attached it to the machine between the pon- 
toons. 
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When an hour had passed Rube paddled out 
in the remaining canoe to look for the signal. 
He returned shaking his head. 

“ Not a thing in sight, boys.’’ 

“« We’ll give ’em ten minutes more,’’ declared 
Zike looking a little worried. ‘‘ I hope nothin’s 
gone wrong.’’ 

At the end of the allotted time he thrust his 
watch into his pocket. 

‘“ Climb in! We’ll look for the signal from 
above.”’ 

Instantly the three were in their places and the 
engine was started. It worked smoothly, run- 
ning into a high drone as the Dragonfly skimmed 
into the air from the shore, and the three looked 
to the north with eager eyes. There was no smoke 
in sight! 

Zike unhesitatingly began to soar, heading 
north. At five hundred feet nothing was in sight. 
At eight hundred, chilled by the brisk morning 
air, he lowered the elevating rudder and continued 
the flight on a level. Still nothing appeared. 

Zike gazed below, striving vainly to find either 
the island of the three tamaracks or the island of 
the eagles. Suddenly came a faint sound above 
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the hum of the motor which he recognized in- 
stantly. At the same instant. Billy gripped Zike’s 
arm and pointed to the east and far below. 

There, winging upward in circles, were two dots. 
Zike did not need to hear Billy’s shout to know 
what they were. 

“ Eagles! Scared up!” 

‘‘ Some one shootin’! ’’ added Rube quickly. 
Looking below the eagles, Zike got his bearings 
at last as he saw a thin puff of smoke rise in the 
air. At the same time he caught sight of the white 
sail of a boat. 

‘ See the canoes? ’’ he shouted. The others 
shook their heads. Still eight hundred feet up, 
Zike held steadily forward while the two eagles 
circled a hundred feet beneath them and half a 
mile away. Another puff of smoke darted up, 
‘then a third. More faint staccato reports sounded 
above the explosions of the motor. 

Releasing the levers for a moment, Zike pulled 
out his automatic and handed it to Rube without 
a word. Then he lowered the elevator slightly 
and the Dragonfly, almost over the eagles, began 
swooping downward on a wide curve. Still there 
were no signs-of life below. The sail flapped 
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idly from the boat which seemed to lie near the 
shore of ‘‘ Eagle Island.”’ 

As they continued the circle Zike uttered an 
exclamation of satisfaction. He now saw that the 
point was no island at all but a portion of the 
swampy mainland as the judge had described. 
An instant later another puff of smoke ascended, 
followed by a shrill ‘‘ ping-g-g-g,’’ and the three 
airmen knew that a bullet had passed them. Zike 
instantly darted upward. 

‘ See who they are, fellows,’’ he shouted, ‘‘ and 
who they were shootin’ at before! ”’ 

The two eagles were still below them, hovering 
in the air. As the machine passed over the head- 
land Rube gave a shout. 

‘¢There’s a man behind the rocks! There — 
he’s shootin’ into the trees — look! ”’ 

As they watched, three or four puffs of smoke 
appeared and they could see a man, evidently 
handling a revolver, behind some large rocks on 
the shore of the bay wherein lay the boat. At 
the same moment a man staggered toward him 
out of the trees, fell, but scrambling to his feet 
disappeared again. 

They were now on the far side of the promon- 
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tory and Zike began to circle back. Then two 
objects appeared on the shore and they could 
make out two deserted canoes. 

‘¢ The fellows are up in the woods,’’ exclaimed 
Billy. ‘‘ Drop down and help ’em, Zike! ’’ 

Zike, however, had other ideas. Directing the 
hydro-aeroplane back across the woods, those in 
it could see the man behind the rocks still firing 
a revolver. Presently another bullet hummed 
past them and Zike saw whence it came. 

“ Rube, hold this lever and give me that gun! ”’ 

As Rube obeyed, Zike leaned over and sent a 
fusillade of ten shots into the trees. A moment 
later half a dozen faint sounds replied. Then 
three men dashed out of the trees and, without 
noticing the man on the beach made for the sloop 
lying in the bay. 

Zike turned the elevator down at once, coming 
about in a circle to land in the bay. He guessed 
that Bob’s party had taken the three men in the 
rear and that they were escaping. In that event 
there was no more danger from them. Even as 
he turned for the downward swoop, the man on 
the shore fired a last shot at the boat, and the 
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latter, under oars and sail, darted out into the 
channel away from the shore. } 

As the aeroplane struck the water, Bob, Sis, 
Henry and the rest of the boys ran from the 
trees and joined the man on shore. The Dragon- 
fly swam in close to shore before Zike shut off 
the engine and then the aviators leaped out and 
drew it in to the beach. 

« Well, tell us all about it, Boney! ’’ cried 
Zike eagerly. Then his eyes fell on the man and 
he added in astonishment, ‘‘ Hello, Mr. King! 
I’m glad you’re here? You must ’a’ been in a 
tight place, eh? ’’ 

« Yes,” replied King, ‘‘ and it was all due to 
your leader! ’’ 

He met Bob’s eye with a frown. 

« Didn’t I tell you not to show up till four 
this afternoon and then over at my island? Why 
did you disobey those orders? ”’ 

Rube looked at Bob with a grin but the leader 
flushed as he told of what had happened; how he 
had imagined that the coast would be clear. 

« Well, it turned out all right, I guess,’’ re- 
plied Mr. King walking up the shore toward the 
woods. ‘‘Here’s the situation. I came over 
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here early this morning to look around, having 
seen that boat put in late last night. About an 
hour ago, or less, you landed on the other side 
of the island, didn’t you? ”’ 

« Yes,” answered Bob. 

‘¢ Well, they heard you or saw you and made 
for the boat. I didn’t see or hear you and they 
jumped me and pretty nearly got me.” He held 
up his left arm, showing his sleeve soaked with 
blood. 

“ I beat them off till I could get into the rocks 
and make a stand, hoping you’d follow them. 
Then that airship of yours showed up, and they 
began taking pot shots at it until you sent a few 
bullets down yourself. A minute before, I 
wounded one of them. Then your party came 
up, took them in the rear and they broke for the 


~ „boat. So you see, if you had obeyed orders, we 


would have avoided all that fighting and they 
might have gone away this afternoon.’’ 

As he spoke, King was getting rid of his shirt- 
sleeve, which with Jim’s assistance he cut away 
at the shoulder. There was an ugly wound in 
his shoulder and upper arm. When his arm had 
been bandaged he took the lead, with Henry and 
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the boys following slowly at his heels. A slight 
trail was presently made out winding through 
the heavy brush and into this they struck at a 
brisk walk, Indian file. 

Suddenly the path debouched into a small 
glade, in the midst of which stood a tremendous 
tamarack, with feathers scattered round about. 

‘‘ Hurrah! ’’ shouted Bob, running forward, 
“ here we are at last, fellows! Three cheers for 
the golden eagles! ’’ 

The three cheers rose with a will on the morn- 
ing air but Mr. King beckoned them on, pointing 
across the glade where the trail continued 
through a small opening. 

‘ The jedge come up here,’’ explained Henry, 
pointing to the bushes, ‘‘ but he didn’t see no 
trail and got tangled up in the swamp yonder.’’ 

Following Mr. King, the party found that the 
path led them to higher ground and then dis- 
appeared in a clump of bushes. Puzzled, they 
stopped while Henry chuckled. Then Mr. King 
advanced and pushed into the bushes. 

« Come on! ’’ he cried and the others followed 
him closely- The bushes, which were unnaturally 
thick, appeared to have been planted in this 
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place for the purpose of concealing a large hole 
in the side of a little hillock. | 

“ It’s a cave!” exclaimed Sis. Instantly he 
disappeared within it, followed by all the others 
except Henry, who remained outside. Mr. King 
lighted a match when he had entered and those 
crowding behind saw a small chamber, a little 
larger than one of their shacks, piled high with 
boxes. So small was it, indeed, that they could 
barely crowd into it. Mr. King ordercd all out- 
side save Bob, Sis and Zike. 

“« Each of you carry out one of those boxes,” 
he ordered and followed them out with one him- 
self. In the open air the boys crowded eagerly 
around while Mr. King knocked one of the boxes 
open with a stone. 

The box proved to be full of small packets of 
lace, neatly rolled. One after another other 
boxes were opened with the same result. Then 
Mr. King brought out a small keg, which was 
harder to open and which contained whiskey. 
To Henry’s sorrow he turned it upside down. 

‘‘ Never mind,” Mr. King laughed, ‘‘ there’s 
lots more in there, Henry —if you want to come 
back after it.” 
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Henry grunted and Mr. King turned to Sis. 

‘“ I suppose you have no flash-light powder 
here, have you? I’d like to get a picture or two 
with your camera — best kind of proof I could 
carry back, you know! ”’ 

« No, I haven’t a bit,” replied Sis thought- 
fully, ‘‘ but we could bust out some cartridges 
and use the powder all right.” 

Mr. King at once took a number of his own 
revolver cartridges and forced out the loads 
while Sis set up his camera inside the cave and 
got it ready. A few moments later he had taken 
several photographs of the interior and of the 
stuff in the boxes outside, together with 
views of the boys and Mr. King grouped about. 

As Mr. King had no interest in destroying 
the smuggled goods, which consisted mostly of 
liquors and lace and cloth, with some tobacco, 
all were thrown back into the cave and left for 
the next finder. 

Then, the whole party working, several large 
boulders were rolled up to the cave mouth and 
thrown in. The entrance was- finally choked 
with smaller boulders and stones until it was 
impossible for even an animal to dig through. 
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Mr. King listened to their account in detail of 
what had happened the day before and nodded ap- 
provingly when they told him of having warned — 
the two men. 

“ I wish we had done the same with these chaps 
in the boat, but it was impossible. However, the 
gang is broken up for good, I hope, and my work 
is done. I think you will hear from me further 
about it when you return to Chicago.’’ 

‘¢ And now,” cried Sis exuberantly, ‘‘ here’s 
for the golden eagles and the pictures for the 
judge! ”’ 


CHAPTER XX 


THE END OF THE HUNT 


Returning to the huge tamarack, Sis prepared 
for the ascent by borrowing a number of belts. 

““ Better take Worden’s gun,’’ suggested Mr. 
King, ‘‘ in case the birds get after you.”’ 

So Sis slung the revolver-belt around his waist, 
threw the camera behind him and began the as- 
cent. The tamarack was extremely smooth but 
the boy made good headway and presently gained 
the first limb with a shout of triumph. 

As he climbed further up, the two eagles, which 
had settled down again with the cessation of the 
shooting below, rose with shrill screams into the 
air. Higher and higher Sis climbed. Then he 
stopped and pointed his camera. At this one of 
the eagles swooped down, a faint ‘‘ click’’ was 
heard by those below, and Sis struck the bird 
a blow with the butt of the revolver as the bird 
struck at him with its wings. 

The eagles swerved off and Sis, now near the 
nest, took several more pictures and then began 
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the descent. With his retreat, however, the eagles 
took new courage and more than once Sis had to 
cling to the tree while he sustained blows from the 
birds. 

‘¢ Why don’t he shoot? ’? muttered Henry. Al- 
most at the same moment Mr. King discharged his 
revolver twice. The eagles darted upward and 
Sis completed the descent without molestation, 
dropping to his feet flushed and panting. 

« Why didn’t you shoot ’em?’”’ laughed Mr. 
King. 

‘ Same reason you didn’t, I guess! ’’ retorted 
Sis. ‘They were all right and unless they 
pressed me hard I didn’t want to hurt ’em if I 
could help it. Say, I got some swell snaps, though. 
There were two young ones in the nest an’ I got 
a dandy view of ’em! ”’ 

It was now noon, and building a fire on the 


a shore near the Dragonfly, the party made holes 


in their rations with great gusto. 

‘¢ Was this where they brought you that time? ”’ 
Bob asked Sis, who nodded affirmatively. 

« Yes. When I was wandering around in the 
bushes, Saint Pierre jumped me with a gun and 
took me to his canoe. He laid low while the ma- 
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chine was up, then paddled over here. Henry had 
an awful job makin’ ’em let me go next morning, 
didn’t you, old scout? ”’ 

The guide grinned and the story was e 
for Mr. King’s benefit. 

‘“ Well,’’ asked the Chief Woodsman at its con- 
clusion, ‘‘ are you chaps goin’ to stick around up 
here much longer? ’’ 

‘« We’ve been here more than two weeks,’’ an- 
swered Bob, ‘‘ so I suppose we might as well pack 
up and dig for home. How long’llit take to pack 
up the Dragonfly? ’’ 

‘ Not more than two days, taking her all 
apart,’’ replied Zike. ‘* How about it, Billy — go- 
in’ home with us? ”’ 

« Am I!” returned Billy, his eyes twinkling. 
‘¢ Ask me again. Am I? Oh, no, I reckon Chica- 
go’d bore me to death! Sure your dad’ll keep 
his eye out for me, Zike? ”’ 

*¢ You bet, old man! ’’ 

The entire crowd joined in Zike’s reply. 

« Then,’’ laughed Mr. King, ‘‘ PI go down to 
Mackinac with you. If there’s any reward up 
for this gang’s detection I’ll send half of it to 
Chicago.”’ 
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Bob and the others protested at this. 

‘¢ We’re up here for fun,’’ Bob argued, and, 
besides, we made money by finding the judge’s 
Mackinaw — ”’ | 

‘« Which same was found fer ye,” grinned 
Henry. i 

«Thats so,’? chipped in Sis. < Don’t you 
think Henry gets the reward? ’’ 

A shout of assent went up, although nothing was 
decided then and camp was broken, Mr. King, 
Billy and Zike returning in the Dragonfly for her 
last flight on the Little Two Hearted. The others 
went home in the canoes. 

* * * * * * %* 

A week later nine sunburnt, tattered and happy 
boys marched along Michigan Avenue in Chicago. 
At their head flew the flag that proclaimed them 
© the ‘‘ Golden Eagle Patrol.’’ Turning up Adams 
Street, in ten minutes they arrived at the building 
where Judge Worden’s offices were located. 

‘‘ Father ought to be in the office now,” said 
Zike, ‘‘ so come right up and we’ll see. We’ll 
spring a little surprise on him! ’’ 

When they entered Judge Worden’s offices the 
clerks greeted Zike with a smile, for all knew that 


At Eagle Camp 243 


the judge had been expecting word from his ab- 
sent son and that none had come. The patrol 
paused before the door of the inner office, which a 
clerk had just entered. Then the voice of the 
judge was heard in vehement protest. 

«< What! To me? Let me look at that! Hm 
— seems all right. Why, man, it’s impossible! I 
never ordered any hydro-aeroplane, aeroplane, bi- 
plane or any other kind of plane. Send that no- 
tice back and tell them so. It’s some swindle! 
I won’t— ”’ 

At that instant, grinning broadly, Zike opened 
the door, and the judge’s flow of invective died 
away with a gasp. Next moment Zike was in his 
father’s arms and the others met with an equally 
effusive reception. 

The judge turned to his desk and waved a slip 
of paper at them. ‘‘ Here, you young scoundrels, 
is this some joke of yours? An aeroplane shipped 
to me? What is it? ”’ 

‘¢ Oh, that’s our machine,’’ replied Zike calmly. 
« Or, rather, it’s Billy’s. Father, this is Billy 
Waldron, a dandy chap. He wants you to look 
after his money for him while he goes to school 
with us and lets us fly his aeroplane and — ”’ 
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“ That’s enough! ’’ roared the judge sinking 
back in his chair and eyeing Billy keenly for all 
his laughter. ‘‘ Glad to meet you, Billy. What’s 
all this talk about, now? Bob, step up here and 
explain. Zike can no more tell a connected story 
than he can fly.’’ 

“« He’s been doing that pretty well lately,” 
grinned Bob as a shout of laughter went up and 
the judge looked blank. Then, starting in at the 
beginning, Bob told the story of their trip in de- 
tail, aided by Zike and Sis and the others at oppor- 
tune points. 

The judge listened in gradually increasing 
amazement and when Bob concluded, glanced help- 
lessly at the crowd. 

« You— you young scoundrels!’’? he ex- 
claimed, his eyes twinkling. ‘‘ You young repro- 
bates! What did I send you up there for? ?? 

« Well, didn’t we do it all? ’’ asked Zike. 

« All! All! Great Jehosaphat. I didn’t tell 
you to go up there and start shooting and flying 
and raising Cain generally! You’re a disgrace 
to me, the whole mob of you! Get out of this 
office and meet me at the Auditorium in half an 
hour. I’m going to consult a few of your fathers 
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about this and you’ll get what’s coming to you! ”’ 

‘ Is he mad? ’? whispered Billy to Sis, as they 
hastily left the office. Sis laughed. 

‘“ Mad? He’s tickled half to death. And he’s 
goin’ to blow us to a swell dinner! I’m glad I 
have prints of those pictures all ready. Come 
on and get cleaned up, fellows. We haven’t much 
time! ” 

Making the best they could of their uniforms 
and cleaning up satisfactorily otherwise, the 
patrol assembled at the Auditorium a half hour 
later. The judge soon arrived and with him the 
fathers of most of the boys. 

Soon they were seated in a private dining 
room, and the tale of their adventures was gone 
over in detail to the huge amazement of the 
waiters, while the boys polished off course after 
course. Sis produced his photographs, which were 
exhibited and pronounced excellent, and the judge 
expressed his delight in no uncertain terms. 
Chuck capped the story by gravely handing the 
judge a small package, which, when opened, 
proved to contain an ancient corncob pipe and a 
package of mouldy tobacco. A shout went up from 
everyone. 
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‘¢ Oh, I forgot,’’ exclaimed the judge when the 
laughter had subsided. ‘‘ A letter came for you 
this morning, Zike, in my care. I brought it 
along.”’ 

He passed a letter to Zike, bearing a Detroit 
postmark. Zike tore it open, not recognizing the 
handwriting, then after one amazed glance handed 
it back to his father, retaining an enclosed slip of 
paper. 

‘‘ Better read it out loud, father,’’ he said 
quietly, with a wink at Bob. 

Adjusting his glasses the judge did so. 

‘¢ Mr. Z. L. Worden, 
Care Judge A. L. Worden, Chicago. 

My dear Zike :— 

You may remember that when I parted from 
you at Mackinac yesterday, I said that I might 
~meet the junior partner of our firm at Detroit. I 
did so and have just left him. I hasten to let you 
know the result of our meeting. 

He was overjoyed at my success, and you may 
be sure that I did not omit telling him of your 
share in the same. When I mentioned to him the 
fact that I had promised to share whatever reward 
there might be with you chaps, he at once wrote 
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out a check for each half of it, and I enclose yours, 
to the amount of $750. 

I expect to be in Chicago in a few months, and 
will look you all up. Hoping to find you as ‘‘ good 
scouts ”’ as ever, I am, 

Yours very truly, 
Frank J. KINGA 

Silence fell on the table as the judge concluded. 

Judge Worden then turned to Billy. 

« So you want a guardian, do you? ”’ he asked, 
searching the boy’s face with his keen eyes. 

Billy flushed. ‘‘ I— I ain’t—so sure that I 
want a guardian. But I want some one to ’tend ~ 
to my money while I go to school.”’ 

Judge Worden smiled. ‘‘ Well, do you think 
I’d suit you? Aren’t afraid I’d run off with 
your wealth, are you? ”’ 

« T’d —I’d like you first-rate, sir!” 

‘“<Good for you, Billy! Agreed!’’ And the 
judge leaned across the table, his hand clasping 
that of the backwoods boy. 

‘« Now, Zike,’’ he.said, as the waiters brought 
in the coffee, ‘‘let’s have the story all over 
again, from your angle! ”’ 


THE GIANT MOOSE. The monarch of the big Northwest; a story told 


over camp fires in the reek of cedar smoke and the silence of the barrens. 


THE WHITE TIGER OF NEPAL. The weird story of the man-killer 
of the foothills. Tinged with the mysticism of India, dramatic and stirring. 


THE BLIND LION OF THE CONGO. a story of the least 
known part of the earth and its most feared beast. A gripping tale of the 
land of the white pigmies. 


THE KING BEAR OF KADIAK ISLAND. A tale of the 


bully of the Frozen North and his mysterious guardian. A game-and- 
man-story that makes a good boy-story. 


The topnotch of production in boys’ books. Remarkable 
covers and four-color jackets. Illustrations and 
cover designs by Dan Sayre Grosbeck. 


Price, 60 cents each 


THE REILLY & BRITTON CO. 


PUBLISHERS, CHICAGO 


The Best Aviation Stories for Boys 


The 


Aero- 
Plane 
Boys 
Series 
ASHTON LAMAR 


F RESE are the newest and most exciting 
books of aeroplane adventure. A special 
point is the correctness of the aviation details. 
1. IN THE CLOUDS FOR UNCLE SAM 
Or, Morey Marshall of the Signal Corps 


2. THE STOLEN AEROPLANE 
Or, How Bud Wilson Made Good 


3. THE AEROPLANE EXPRESS 
Or, The Boy Aeronaut s Grit 


4. THE BOY AERONAUTS’ CLUB 
Or, Flying for Fun 
+, AVCRUISE IN THE SKY 
Or, The Legend of the Great Pink Pearl 


. BATTLING THE BIGHORN 
Or, The Aeroplane in the Rockies 


7. WHEN SCOUT MEETS SCOUT 
Or, The Aeroplane Spy 


Cy St 


Fully illustrated. Colored frontispiece. 
Cloth, r2mo. 60 cents each. 


Publishers The Reilly & Britton Co. Chicago 


By Hak; a on 


SEVEN TITLES 


1. THE AIRSHIP BOYS Or, The Quest of the Aztec Treasure 
2. THE AIRSHIP BOYS ADRIFT Or, Saved by an Aeroplane 
3. THE AIRSHIP BOYS DUE NORTH Or, By Balloon to the Pole 
4, 


THE AIRSHIP BOYS IN THE BARREN LANDS Or, The Secret of 
the White Eskimos 


THE AIRSHIP BOYS IN FINANCE Or, The Flight of the Flying 
Cow 


5 
6. THE AIRSHIP BOYS’ OCEAN FLYER Or, New York to London 
in Twelve Hours 

7 


. THE AIRSHIP BOYS AS DETECTIVES Or, On Secret Service in 
Cloudland 


Fascinating stories of that wonderful region of 
invention where imagination and reality so nearly 
meet. There is no more interesting field for stories 
for wide-awake boys. Mr. Sayler combines a re- 
markable narrative ability with a degree of technical 
knowledge that makes these books correct in all 
airship details. Full of adventure without being 
sensational. 

The make-up of these books is strictly up- 

to-date and fetching. The covers are emblem- 

atic, and the jackets are showy and in colors. 


The illustrations are full of dash and vim. 
Standard novel size, r2mo. Price $1.00 each. 


Publishers The Reilly & Britton Co. Chicago 


Bunty Prescott 
at Englishman’s Camp 


By MAJOR M. J. PHILLIPS 


TE a boy away from the stuffy schoolroom 
and turn him loose away up in the jack pine 
country—the land of deer and bear and trout, and 
he will grow “fat and saucy’’—as did Bunty. And 
if he is a wide- 
awake youngster 
he will find excite- 
ment aplenty—as 
did Bunty. Give 
him a rifle, a rod 
and reel, and a de- 
sire to know things, 
and, well—youhave 
a story every boy 
will enjoy reading. 

“Bunty Prescott 
at Englishman’s 
Camp” is a story 
full of boy interest, 
written by a man 
who knows boys as 
he knows the woods 


PRE ESCOIT and streams—a 

story no youngster 
AT ENGLISHMANS CAMP or eo without 
learning something new of the lore of out-of-doors— 


hunting, fishing, camping out. 


Snappy cover stamped in three colors, and three-color 
jacket. Illustrated by Emile Nelson. Price $1.00 


Publishers The Reilly & Britton Co. Chicago 


The Aunt Jane’s Nieces 
Series 


BOOKS: FOR -GIRES 
By EDITH VAN DYNE 


SEVEN TITLES 


Aunt Jane’s Nieces 

Aunt Jane’s Nieces Abroad 

Aunt Jane’s Nieces at Millville 
Aunt Jane’s Nieces at Work 

Aunt Jane’s Nieces in Society 
Aunt Jane’s Nieces and Uncle John 
Aunt Jane’s Nieces on Vacation 


[DISTINCTLY girls’ 

books and yet stories 
that will appeal to brotker 
as well—and to older 
folk. Real and vital— 
rousing stories of the experiences and ex- 
ploits of three real girls who do things. 
Without being sensational, Mrs. Van Dyne has 
succeeded in writing a series of stories that 
have the tug and stir of fresh young blood 
in them. Each story is complete in itself. 


Illustrated r2mo. Uniform cloth binding, 
stamped in colors, with beautiful colored inlay. 
Fancy colored jackets. Price 60 cents each 


Publishers The Reilly & Britton Co. Chicago 


Exhilarating Books for Girls of Today 


The Flying Girl Series 


By EDITH VAN DYNE 


Author of “Aunt Jane’s Nieces” Series 


( ‘APITAL up-to-the-minute stories for girls and young 
`A people, in which the author is at her very best. Thrilling 

and fui: of adventure, but of that wholesome type par- 
ents are glad to put in the hands of their daughters. Two 


titles: 
The Flying Girl 


Orissa Kane, self-reli- 
ant and full of sparkling 
good nature, under-study 
for her brother, prospec- 
tive inventor and aviator 
whose experiments put 
the Kane family into 
great difficulties, in the 
crisis proves resourceful 
and plucky, and saves 
the day in a most thrill- 
ing manner. 


The Flying Girl 
and Her Chum 


This story takes Orissa 
and her friend Sybil 
through further adventures that test these two clever girls 
to the limit. A remarkably well told story. 


r2mo. Bound in extra cloth with design stamp- 
ing on cover and fancy jacket. Printed on high 
grade paper. Illustrated in black and white. 


Price 60 cents each. Postage 12 cents. 


Publishers The Reilly & BrittonCo. Chicago 


Azalea 


By ELIA W. PEATTIE 
The first book of the ‘‘Blue Ridge” Series 


ZALEA is the heroine of a good, wholesome 
story that will appeal to every mother as the 
sort of book she would like her daughter to read. 
In the homy McBirneys of Mt. Tennyson, down in 
the Blue Ridge country, 
and their hearty moun- 
tain neighbors, girl 
readers will find new 
friends they will be glad 
to make old friends. 
This book marks a 
distinct advance in the 
quality of books offered 
for girls. No lack of 
action—no sacrifice of 
charm. 


Four half-tone illustrations 
from drawings by Hazel 
Roberts. Attractive cover 
design, $1.00. 
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The second title in THE BLUE RIDGE SERIES 
will be published in 1913 


Publishers The Reilly & Britton Co. Chicago 


The 
Captain Becky Series 
MARGARET RA SANDERSON 


Ree CEE UL, self-reliant, sunny-nat- 

ured Captain Becky will find many 
friends among girl readers. The Captain 
Becky Series is a noteworthy contribution to 
books for girls — distinctive and individual 
in every detail, inside and out. 

Two very much alive stories of a girl 
who makes things happen—who is a doer. 
Whether she is on cruise on the picturesque 
Indian River in Florida or in laughable 
masquerade among the old homesteads of 
New Hampshire, her experiences are worth 
writing about —and worth reading. Two 
titles: 

Captain Becky’s Winter Cruise. 

Captain Becky’s Masquerade. 


Attractive binding; cover inlay in full color. Frontis- 
piece for each by Norman Hall. Price 60 cents. 


Publishers The Reilly & Britton Co. Chicago 
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